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How hot do you like your hatch? 


The XR2i has deservedly made 
a name for itself as the most potent 
Fiesta on the road. 

Now it's about to be overtaken 
by a new Fiesta, the RS Turbo. 

With the combined muscle of a 
Garrett TO2 turbocharger unit and a 
133 DIN PS engine, the RS Turbo 
scorches from zero to 60 mph in 
7.7 seconds: 

And you can push it (at any rate, 
on your own private road) to a top 
speed of 127 mph: 

To put this in context, we can 
do no better than point you ín the 
direction of Autocar & Motor. In the 
June 20th issue it reports: The RS 
Turbo simply leaves the immediate 
opposition trailing in its wake. 

In keeping with this hot-blooded 
performance, the styling is appro- 
priately cool. 

Note the unique alloy wheels 
and the low profile tyres, the body- 


coloured bumpers and rear 





spoiler, the distinctive dark green 
moulding inserts and the bonnet 
extractor vents. 

Amongst other refinements, the 
Recaro seats, central locking, power 
front windows and sunroof come as 
standard. As do the leather-trimmed 
steering wheel and gear lever knob. 

Bearing in mind that this is no 
ordinary Fiesta (nor even an extra- 
ordinary XR2i), you may also feel 
inclined to take up the option of anti- 
lock brakes and electrically heated 
Quickclear windscreen. 

In producing our hottest hatch, 
we have been privileged to call on the 
unrivalled expertise of Ford Special 
Vehicle Engineering, the people who 
made headlines with the legendary 
Sierra RS Cosworth. 

Yet another reason, you may 
conclude, for calling on your Ford 
RS dealer without delay. For further 
details, phone the Ford Information 


Service free on 0800 01 O1 12. 


The new Fiesta RS Turbo. 


* Ford test figures. 





exquisite corpses 


At the age of 11 Simon Costin 
became a member of the Natural 
History Club at the Natural History 
Museum and decided to specialize 
in taxidermy. The rest, naturally, is 
history. Using parts of dead 
creatures that range from skulls 
and claws to birds wings, Costin's 
visually striking work challenges 
Notions of taste and decency. 
Making masks, brooches, head- 
dresses, chandeliers, necklaces, 
chokers and multifarious other 
pieces of jewellery and sculpture, 
Costin first gained notoriety in 1987 
when his /ncubus necklace — 
which featured vials of human 
sperm — was exhibited at the Silver 
jewellery shop in Piccadilly. This 
raised a few eyebrows, not least of 
the police, but charges against him 
were eventually dropped because 
the piece wasn't proved to be 
graphically obscene. 

Despite having no formal train- 
ing Costin first exhibited his gilded 
fishheads and skull brooches in 
1986. This was followed last year by 
‘Curiouser and Curiouser’ at the 
Rebecca Hossack Gallery, which 
featured boxes of stuffed animals 
enacting strange, anthropomorphic 
scenes. This year has seen ‘Love, 
Letters and Taxidermy’, an exhibi- 
tion of jewellery, some of which was 
designed for the genitals, at the 
Royal Festival Hall. 

Further afield, his work is 
currently on show in Los Angeles at 
the Security Pacific Gallery and 
next summer will be exhibited at the 
Pace/MacGill Gallery, New York. 
Most exciting of all is a project 
pencilled in for Spring 1992 at 
Hamiltons Gallery, W1, which will 
see Costin's work pictured by 
twenty photographers, including 
Herb Ritts and Nick Knight. 


Photography Wilde and Behrendt 
Jewellery Simon Costin 

Fashion and make-up Sascha 

Hair Ozzle at Carol Hayes 
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The Paul Smith/Kiss 100 FM T-shirt 
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Blue Interior With Dice 
by Ceri Richards 


Launching on September 1st, KISS 100 FM 
finally go airborne after the prolonged agonies 
of their birth. Playing quality music aimed at 
the feet, the station should find 
its popularity boosted by the 
current boom in dance music. In 
celebration of the  station's 
launch, Paul Smith has produced 
a limited edition of 100 T-shirts. 
We have ten to give away. To win 
one send a postcard naming your 
Top Ten dance tracks of all time. 
Answers must reach us by 
September 13th addressed to KISS 
100 FM, BLITZ MAGAZINE, 40-44 
NEWMAN STREET, LONDON WTP 3PA. 
The first ten entries out of the hat 
on that date win. Multiple 
entries will be disqualified. 


huxley revisited 


‘Brave New Worlds — The 
Rebellious Generation’ is an 
exhibition looking at the work of 
artists, writers and composers 
active between 1945 and 1968. Re- 
assessing the period that produced 
the angry young men of Britain and 
the American Beats will be Richard 
Rogers, Bridget Riley and Sir 
Stephen Spender, who get together 
for a special roundtable discussion, 
A must for revisionists. 


‘Brave New Worlds is at the 
South Bank Centre London SEI, 
September 7th — November 5th 








thćatre de complicité 


Numbering Kafka, Buster Keaton and the Marx Brothers as 
major influences, mime group Théatre de Complicité are а 
universe away from the usual Marcel Marceau-type image 
of their craft. Formed in Paris in 1983, they've created a 
unique physical style which embraces tragedy and comedy, 
can work with any number of performers and attempts to 
demolish barriers of language. 

Their latest show, Help! I'm Alive, carries the company's 
stylistic stamp yet marks a new departure. As ever, the 
company work within the conventions of the commedia 
dell'Arte, the theatrical style where emotion is expressed by 
the outsized actions of archetypal characters in ridiculous 
situations. "The Commedia stories have a universality; 
they're about people who are poor, who are hungry, who 
want sex,” says Simon 
McBurney, founder member 
of Complicité and one of the 
show's directors. "They're 
things that will always be 
part of life." 

The story — based оп а 
text by Ruzzante — has 
been uprooted from its 
original Venetian setting 
and replanted in contem- 
porary London, where a 
woman has been kid- 
napped by an old, rich, ugly 
American. Her violent Italian husband follows her, facing the 
humiliation of being a lower-class immigrant. She faces the 
choice of returning to his wife-beating clutches or staying in 
a country where she too is an alien. The production is the 
brainchild of co-founder Marcello Magni, who plays the 
husband. "Our main aim in rehearsal has been to make it 
visual," he says. “Тһе prologue is spoken in Greek. | describe 
my journey to London in Italian. Lilo Baur, who plays my 
wife, sometimes speaks in Swiss German and sometimes in 
French. But it's much more about images than actual text." 

Those images, like much of Complicité's previous work, 
are at once funny and grotesque. They are a company who 
thrive on crowding the stage with loathsome, ludicrous 
gargoyles. Their last text-based show, Friedrich 
Dürrenmatt's The Visit іп 1988, was a stark black comedy in 
which a crippled millionairess bled dry the town which cast 
her out when young, insisting that the townsfolk murder 
the middle-aged shopkeeper who had caused her 
pregnancy and dishonour. 

"It's comedy with monstrous jokes about being human," 
says McBurney. "There's a feeling today that profound or 
good theatre has to be 
boring, but Commedia pre- 
sents a massive image of life 
at its most grotesque and 
urgent." It also ties in with 
Complicité’s belief that 
theatre must be physical, 
partly to transcend reliance 
on language, and partly to 
celebrate its existence as a 
live art form. “Іп the 
theatre, if an actor farts, the 
audience are going to smell 
it. In Commedia, we draw on 
those things happening.” 
NICK CURTIS 
Help! fm Alive arrives at 
London's Almeida Theatre іп 
December, after an interna- 
tional tour including Mexico and 
Brazil. 








PETER CALVIN 


It comes as something of a disappointment to discover that, as a female pop singer from Melbourne, Deborah Conway 
cannot number Kylie Minogue among her best friends. "I know her sister's boyfriend, though, if that's any help,” she 
admits. While it’s easy to interpret any current Australian attempts at pop as nothing more than a generic quest for 
mediocrity, Conway is one of the few exceptions. Her soon-to-be-released single ‘Feel Like Making Love’ — a reworking 
of the Bad Company classic — should cruise into the charts without much difficulty, but she'll also be doing her bit for 
her artistic credibility by appearing in Peter Greenaway's forthcoming screen adaptation of The Tempest. “1 got that 
through Michael Nyman,” says Conway. "He's doing the music and they wanted someone to sing some opera for the 
wedding scene. They chose me. It was all very strange on the set. | was surrounded by hundreds of semi-naked men and 

had to wear an outrageous outfit with a huge ruff round the neck. I've never 


DEBORAH CONWAY: SINCER .. any other Greenaway films, though, so | can't tell you if it's typical.” 


Conway's sardonic and somewhat bewildered charm conceals a very real desire to succeed. She's already tasted 
Antipodean fame with her band Do Re Mi, who got an obligatory silver disc before moving to Britain and splitting up. 
She's been signed to Virgin for over two years, but it’s only now that plans are afoot to actually release any records. "I'm 
not complaining. The record company have got me a nice little flat in Notting Hill, they pay my phone bills and give me 
some money every month. It’s almost worth not having any records out. It’s funny, | write the songs, but I never really 
consider whether they're going to sell or not.” Despite her blissful nonchalance, Conway's ‘Feel Like Making Love’ is 
bound to be a big seller, while her forthcoming debut album, recorded in LA, promises a voice that transcends mere рор 
fluff. “Yeah, | suppose I'm going to have to release a record. That's not what pop stars are supposed to say, is it?” © 

PAUL MATHUR 
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We bida fond farewell this month to our long- 
serving and long-suffering advertisement 
manager Cherry Austin. After three-and- 
a-half years wrestling with advertising 
agencies, copy deadlines and a stroppy 
computer, she's heading off to Greece on the 
first leg of a world tour. The note for the 
milkman says, "Back next year." The question 
is, how will Silk Cut cope with the drop in sales 
once she's gone? We'll miss her. 


Charting twenty-four 
hours in the life of a 
group of suburban 
black teenagers, House Party has been one of 
this summer's hottest tickets at the US box 
office. With music from Kid 'n Play (who also 
star in the movie), LL Cool J and Flavor Flay, it's a 
light-hearted romp about growing up in the 
‘purbs and dealing with pressure from parents, 
peers and the police. To celebrate the launch of 
the film house parties will be taking place all 
over the Bank Holiday weekend in major cities 
and coastal resorts (Leeds, Great Yarmouth and 
Blackpool are already confirmed). For details 
and tickets telephone Granville Williams at 
Festival on (071) 287 9804. 


house party 


On September 11th, MGM/UA Home Video 
release the first of three special videos to ЫМ and mouse 
celebrate the 50th birthday ofthe world's most 


celebrated cartoon duo. Bill Hanna and Joseph Barbera originally hit upon 
the idea of a variation on the time-honoured cat-and-mouse theme back in 
1938, shortly after joining MGM's cartoon studio. The crafty, conniving 
mouse bamboozled the hapless cat for the first time in 1940's Puss Gets the 
Boot. It was not until the following year that Hanna and Barbera baptized 
their heroes. Legend has itthat the names Tom and Jerry came out of a batch 
of suggestions that were tossed into a hat by MGM personnel. 

For seventeen years, the Hanna-Barbera team crafted these slapstick 
masterpieces, with each feature taking about six weeks to make. They 
would rarely stray from their hugely successful formula. Occasionally, 
transient characters like Spike the bulldog, Mammy Two Shoes the grouchy 
housekeeper, and Jerry's hardboiled cousin, Muscles, would join the 


mayhem. 


By 1957, after winning seven Academy Awards and establishing 





themselves as leaders in the 
field of animation, Hanna 
and Barbera were 
inexplicably forced out of 
MGM when the company 
decided to shut down its 
cartoon studio. After forming 
their own production 
company, they went on to 
create new legends like The 
Flintstones, Top Cat, 
Huckleberry Hound, Тһе 
Jetsons and Dick Dastardly. 


" " ” " " " 


"Innovative", "challenging", "stimulating", "compelling", 
"thought-provoking", "controversial"... such are the 
promises made by Vintage about their new paperback list 
launched this month. The publicity blurb boasts that the 
thirty-four titles appearing between September and 
December will be a memorable introduction to the breadth 
and style of the Vintage list, encompassing contemporary 
and classic fiction as well as a wide range of nonfiction with 
an emphasis on new ideas. 

For once, all the heady adjectives seem to be justified. 
Among the first Vintage titles are Jeanette Winterson's 
Sexing the Cherry, Alexander Stuart's The War Zone, John 
Pilger's A Secret Country, The 
Stories of John Cheever, 
Sebastian Faulks’ The Girl at the 
Lion D'Or, Roger Penrose's The 
Emperors New Mind and 
Lawrence M Krauss's The Fifth 
Essence. 

The idea of Vintage 
originated four years ago when 
Chatto, Cape and Bodley Head 
were bought by Random House, 
leaving a gaping hole for a 
quality paperback imprint. 
When Random House gobbled 
up Century Hutchinson last year, 
managing director Anthony 
Cheetham moved in on Vintage 
as an idea. Quickly he realized 
that Vintage had more 
potential than he had originally 
thought. It was decided that Vintage should be made into a 
publishing house in its own right, rather than a publishing 
imprint. 

"The idea is that Vintage will act as the flagship of Random 
Century," says publicity head Rachel Cugnoni. "Vintage will 
provide the company with the credibility necessary for the 
whole thing to grow. In order for that to happen, Vintage has 
got to be given a free reign. It needs an enormous degree of 
independence within the huge conglomerate. In that sense, 
it will be completely individual. 

"The aim is that Vintage will become a generic label. Like 
Hoover or Sellotape. | think Penguin had that in the past. 
That's gone. Picador started to get it butit's falling away now. 
That's what we'd like to achieve 
with Vintage. We're aiming to 
create a strong identity that the 
public can identify with, so that 
they can walk into a bookshop 
and buy a Vintage book, 
knowing that they are buying a 
quality read." 

Vintage's independence from 
Random Century will allow 
editorial director Frances Coady 
to buy from the outside as well 
as from the backlists of Cape, < 
Chatto and  Bodley Head. я 
According to Cheetham, 1 
Vintage's international list will 
appeal to multiple paperback | 
buyers aged between 20 and 40, 
with the audience helping 
toward a тоге specific 
definition of “quality”. 

The whole Vintage look has been created by art director 
Peter Dyer, who aims at “classical rather than radical chic". 

"For once, the books themselves will live up to the claims of 
the publicity blurb,” promises Cugnoni, "Words like 
'innovative', 'stimulating' and 'controversial' simply sum up 
the genuine character of the Vintage list. Open our books and 
open your mind!” JON WILDE 











THE EMPEROR'S 
NEW MIND 


ROGER РЕМКОЗ | 


А SECRET 
COUNTRY 


JOHN PILGER 


Over the last thirty years, 
there have been numerous attempts by others to revive Tom 
and Jerry, but all have paled in comparison to the Fred 
Quimby-produced Hanna-Barbera originals. After five 
decades of knockabout combat, the genius of Tom and Jerry 
remains undimmed. JON WILDE 


Tom and Jerry 
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MARIA MARSHALL: SCULPTOR 








Knightsbridge will never be the same again, thanks to sculptor Maria Marshall. A piece of her work — a 15-foot-high 
Egyptian goddess made from steel triangles — is not the first object one would expect to adorn the front of Princes 
Court, opposite Harrods. "I think the sculpture will change the face of London," says Marshall. "More people visit 
Harrods annually than the Royal Festival Hall. The other side of Knightsbridge is generally ignored, but not anymore." 
Commissioned by the building's owners, the sculpture will certainly cause a few busy shoppers to stop in their tracks. 
Laughs Marshall, “The work will make people look just because of the sheer size of it. | just love making huge pieces, the 
bigger the better. The response will probably be fifty-fifty — some people will love it, others will hate it." Despite a list 
of exhibitions that could fill a telephone directory, Marshall is adamant that 
galleries and museums should not have a monopoly on art. "I think that art can 
enrich and enliven people's lives. It's so important to stir people up, otherwise they'll rot away with monotony. If you 
walk down the road in Paris you can come across a piece of art in which the pavement becomes jumbled and water jets 
outof the cracks. In front of the Pompidou Centre there are brilliant water sculptures by Jean Tinguely. That kind of thing 
is wonderful, it brings life and energy to an area." Currently she's putting the finishing touches to the work for an 
exhibition in November at the Odette Gilbert Gallery, London, which will feature work solely on the theme of the 
double bass and violin. Constantly working, Marshall acknowledges that sculpture can become something of an 
obsession; "I'm looking for new avenues all the time. Sculpture is a complete means of self-expression. | get frustrated 
with writing and with painting even, because it's not three-dimensional. | don't think | could do without it.” @ 

GREG WILLIAMS 
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CELIA (BCB) An enarossihg rites-of-passage mowie set m the repressive 
atmosphere ot the Fifties, Growing up in small-town Australia, nine-year- 
old Celia, who has а penchant for rabbits, is befriended by à new set of 
neighbours, the Tanners, But it’s riot long before her father is warning her 
to stay away from them. The film uses the era: anti-Communist parangia 
and the effects on the country of s plaque of rabbits ta look at the 
tensions and rivalries between people of ай ages. Too sharp to be 
schmaltzy, Celia examines both the frivolity and the darker side of growing 
up. A stunning debut trom writer/director Anne Turner GW 


DRUGSTORE COWBOY (Virgin) Matt Dillon stars as Bob, the leader of 
a gang of junk addicts m Seventies Portland, Oregon. Rabbing drugstores 
to feed thet addictions, the gang lurches from one scrape to another 
while the police close in. Fine performances from Dillon and Kelly Lynch as 
his girlfriend, Diane, help to create an atmospheric movie that nether 
preaches about the evils of drugs nor glamorizes the junkie lifestyle 
Watch out for the wonderful William Burroughs’ cameo in which he 
attempts to hijack the entire movie. GW 


SHIRLEY VALENTINE (C/C) The movie that saw Pauline Collins 
metamorphose fram Upstairs Downstairs obscurity to the heights of an 
Oscar nomination. Based an Willy Russell's play, Shirley Valentine centres 
around a woman who suddenly realizes that her humdrum life is not what 
one could describe as ‘quality time’. Escaping to Greece with a friend, 
Shirley begins а journey of self-discovery that liberates her from the 
kitchensink. Collins performance n full of comic qusto, and is remarkably 
endearing. Most of all, Shirley Valentine demonstrates the strengths of a 
good script. GW 


JOHNNY HANDSOME (Guild) An action thriller by Walter Mill, of 48 
Hours fame, which sees Mickey Rourke as a hideously disfigured hoodlum 
otfered the chance of a new identity by a kindly plastic surgeon. Plug-ugly 
Ellen Barkin castars as Rourke's loyal moli, Sunny, oozing bland Sexuality 
and pouting lustily when required. Cliché-ridden trom beginning to end, 
the film s another example of Mickey Rourke assuming à role which 
requires a minimum of dialogue. But then maybe that's a good thing. GW 


WAR OF THE ROSES (CBS/Fox) Halfway through, this blacker-than: 
black comedy crosses the line into pure horror as newly divorced couple 
Kathleen Turner and Michael Douglas, forced to keep living in the same 
house, set out to terminate each others existence, ts it funny? Hard to say 
Uncomfortable but fascinating would be a better description. The film's 
major drawback is its stilted framework as lawyer Danny DeVito recounts 
the tale in flashback to à nervous client, Otherwise, 105 a useful platform 
for its two leads Turner, for one, has not been well served by the cinema ol 
late and here she turns in her best performance since Body Heat ten yearns 


ago TE 


PARENTHOOD (CIC) The flipside to War of the Roses 一 an optimists 
vision of family life. and probably just as true (or untrue) tà life, The various 
units wi patriarch Jason Robards extended family experience the ups and 
downs of life, some more up and some more down than others, The 
ensemble cast performs extremely well, particularly Steve Martin, dealing 
with Nis nervous nine-year-old, and divarcée Dianne Wiest, dealing with 
her neurotic 19-year-old. The moral of the story? Kids — can't live with 
"ет, can't lve without ‘em. TE 


TALK RADIO (CBS/Fox) You might fairly assume that a play set solely in 
the studio of amonomaniacal radio talkshow host would not travel well to 
the big screen. Yet it's a sign of Oliver Stone's ability as a director that he 
manages to take such stagebound, even talky maternal and make it such а 
compelling cinematic experience. Егіс Bogosian is enormously impressive 
as Dallas answer to Brian Hayes, carrying the torch against prejudice and 
hypocrisy in the American south, but sacrificing his own emotional well- 
being in the process. TE 


BLACK RAIN (CIC) This impressively mounted thriller has all the makings 
of à great move, but founders on the rocks of its own ambition. Michael 
Douglas is a foul-mouthed hardass cop from New York who takes on the 
Japanese mafia — or yakuza — on their home ground, Osaka. Director 
Ridley Scott, meanwhile, pulls out all the stops, reprising both the 
nightmare metropolis from Blade Runner and the gut-wrenching pace of 
Alien. The problem is that, оп one hand, Douglas — middle class to the 
bone 一 merely looks uncomfortable, like Gordon Gekko m a greasy 
biker's jacket. On the other, you can't help wondering why ultra-normal 
modern-day Osaka suddenly looks like something out of the 25th century. 
TE 








Named after a brand of cattle feed, the Momix 
dance company was founded by Moses 
Pendleton, a native of Vermont, USA who once 
covered himself in a 
white sheet and 
performed with fifty 
head of cattle to 
startled members of 
his local Arts Council. 
Two decades оп, 
Pendletons company мотіх 

have developed a reputation for avant-garde 
performance that is part dance and part 
acrobatics, working to a soundtrack that jumps 
from the Sugarhill Gang to Mozart. The 
unusual nature of 
Momix' work is ref- 
lected in the person- 
ality of Pendleton 
himself, who has re- 
cently taught himself, 
to swim like a salmon 
by refusing to use his 
arms. 








Momix's Venus Envy 


Momix will be at Sadler's Wells, London ЕСІ, 
September 11th — 15th 


The graphic novel may once have 
ALI TOR LIC been a startling revelation, but it is 
at last being accepted as a valid 
part of contemporary culture. And, despite preconceptions, it can 
communicate reality with as much precision as a novel or a film. 

More surprisingly, the real delights are not always to be found in the 
independent sector. Piranha Press, an imprint of old warhorse DC 
Comics, has in the last year built 
a solid reputation for witty, 
challenging and enjoyable graphic 
creations. Marc Hempel's Gregory 
(a kind of Mickey Mouse-meets- 
Kafka collection 0! affecting 
vignettes) and Dave Louapre and 
Dan Sweetman's Beautiful Stories 
for Ugly Children set a high 
standard, and now Piranha has 
come up with a major talent in Kyle 
Baker. 

Bakers Why / Hate Saturn 
(£9.99) is a sardonic and perceptive 
story of New York downtown life, 
loosely structured around a murder, 
a trip to the West Coast and a girl 
who thinks she's an alien. Ап odd little tale with adequate, if unstartling visuals, the 
comic's strength comes from its conversational scenes, its characters 
wisecracking in the face of life's disappointments. Anyone who has ever lived in New 
York or spent any time with one of that city's inhabitants will appreciate the skill with 
which Baker has communicated the voice and the attitudes of The Big Apple's feisty 
populace. As one character says, "The main thing | like about New Yorkers is that 
they understand that their lives are a relentless circus of horrors, ending in death. 
As New Yorkers we realize this, we resign ourselves to our fate and make sure that 
everyone else is as miserable as we are. Good town." 

Good town. Good book. Piranhas bite. PAUL MATHUR 








From Kyle Baker's Why I Hate Saturn 


"Where nonfiction ends is а good place | 
for fiction to begin. It's great to take а реор le 
slice of history that has completely 


folded into oblivion and then bring it to 
life,” enthuses New Jersey-based 
novelist Paul Watkins. His latest novel, 
In the Blue Light of African Dreams — 
published in August by Hutchinson — is 
based on the exploits of a pair of French 
aviators in the Twenties who 
attempted to be the first to cross the 
Atlantic from Paris to New York. 
Spending time in the wilderness of 
Morocco was just one of the hardships 
suffered by Watkins in the name of 
research. “I was sick of eating dates and 
pitta bread. | ended up buying live 
chickens, carrying them over to the café 
in this small village, telling them to cook 
it and then watching over them to make 
sure that they didn't switch chickens on 
me. The first time І bought a great big 
chicken the thing | got back had to be a 
seagull.” Watkins has nurtured a keen 
following in this country after the 
appearance of his debut novel, Night 
Over Day Over Night — the story of a 
German teenager's brutalization when 
he joins the Waffen SS in 1944 — and 
the excellent reviews which 
accompanied his last work, Calm at 
Sunset, Calm at Dawn, a laconic, 
understated story of а student's 
summer working on the fishing boats 
of the northeast American seaboard, 
for which he is currently writing the 
screenplay. But he is typically modest 
about the reviews in the British press 
which compared him to Hemingway. "| 
read these things about my writing 
saying, ‘This is clearly an allusion to 
Eliot's The Waste Land. l've never even 
cracked the spine of The Waste Land. ! 
think the Hemingway thing comes from 
the fact that I’m an expatriate — P a 
although | was born in the US | was 

educated in England. Most of my 

relatives live in Wales.” Despite the 

lofty hyperbole of 
the critics, Watkins' 
approach to his craft is very down-to- 

earth; "You've got to treat writing like 

any job. If you sit around waiting for the 

muse to kick you in the face and provide қ 
inspiration, you're going to wait a long 

tin geREC WILLIAMS 





PAUL WATKINS: WRITER 
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screen test 





bootsy collins 





“Funk is the rhythm of things to come,” says the star-spectacled former Parliament/Funkadelic and James 


FRONT 


Ten years ago, computerized 
entertainment packed arcades with 
Space Invaders, a mind-numbingly 


addictive game that fell somewhere on the thrill scale between 
squeezing blackheads and digging the garden. Even worse 
were home consoles giving endless games of primary colour 





Jeux sans frontiers... 
the 16 Bit Megadrive 
from Sega 





Altered Beas! 


BLITZ 


R 


ping-pong, and a minimalist 
variation laughably called 
Ice Hockey. Serious buffs 
could try to wrestle some fun 
from Clive Sinclair's ZX 
series ofhome computers, but 
wide-eyed enjoyment was 
never really on the agenda. 
How things have changed. 
The boom in the home 
computer market has been 
superseded by the popularity of entertainment 
consoles, notably those of Nintendo and Sega. No 
convoluted arrangements of wires and boxes, no 
three-hour waits for games to load and, best of all, 
no bogus assertions of "educational value". You 





just plug your console into the TV, slip in a 


cartridge and, within seconds, vou can embrace 
your personal unreality. 

In America almost 50 percent of homes have at 
least one games console; in Europe the figure is 
barely a tenth of that, but a healthy future is 
confidently predicted (although there are no 
plans here to take on board the American idea of 
linking up consoles across the country via phone 
lines). And as competition between the Big Two 
hots up, Sega appear to be about to score a sizable 
lead over Nintendo with the launch of their 
Megadrive console. 

Not commercially available in Europe until 
this month, the Megadrive (marketed in America 
as The Genesis) was launched last month in Paris 
and, having experienced an exhaustive hands-on 
try-out, I must say that its future looks highly 
promising, Designed astutely to look like a CD 
player, its power and colour/sound capabilities 
ensure that you can get arcade quality games in 
your own home for under £200. Best of the 
forthcoming cartridges (all 
costing approximately £30) 
are a frantic World Cup game 
(just in case you аге 
beginning to miss the 
football) and a swords 'n' 
monsters epic called Altered 
Beast. In ten more years, the 
real world will be just a 
distant memory. PAULMATHUR 


Brown bassist Bootsy Collins. "It's the rawest form of a 
groove and t'ain't nobody who can funk on the bass like 
me." And how could you outfunk Bootsy on bass, an 
instrument he started playing professionally at the 
tender age of 14, at Cincinnati, Ohio's legendary King 
Studios? King, of course, was also the studio in which 
James Brown recorded and rehearsed. After hearing 
Bootsy and his brother Catfish, the Godfather enlisted 
King's meanest and youngest rhythm section to join the 
JBs and cut singles like 'Lickin' Stick', "The Grunt' and 
the album Sex Machine. 

Bootsy came into his own after he left the JBs to start 
hisownthang — The House Guest Band. He took James' 
tight jams and made them into something more 
psychedelic and surreal. It didn't take long for Bootsy to 
team up with George Clinton and create the 
quintessential tweakin', freakin' form — funk. It was 
free, freeform, out there and beyond. But as the leader of 
Bootsy's Rubber Band can also attest, "Your funk can be 
used against you." And that's exactly what happened to 
Bootsy. "I couldn't go into the grocery store without 
getting stopped, swarmed and having to sign 
autographs. It was hard to 
distinguish who I was 
from the character I had 
created onstage (ог 
Bootsys Rubber Band. 
When you're funkin’ 
twenty-four hours a day, it 
will backfire.” With his 
Bootzilla fur platform 
boots, spandex pants, 
studded straps, belts and 
hats, and of course his 
signature Space Bass, 
Bootsy's image was larger 
than life, to put it mildly, 

After leaving P-Funk in 1979 Bootsy took a few years 
to chill in his native town of Cincinnati, before he could 
redirect himself. He recorded the single ‘Fire’ with Sly & 
Robbie, worked with jazzman Herbie Hancock, and 
hooked up with experimental producer Bill Laswell of 
the funk/noise band Materia! in 1982. Laswell turned 
Bootsy onto computers, keyboards and a more modern 
dance sound. The two tinkered with a lot of projects but 
none took off until “What's Bootsy Doin’?’ in 1988. Two 
years later, Bootsy and Laswell got a lucky break in the 
form of Island Records' head Chris Blackwell, who 
teamed the two together for the current single, 'Jungle 
Bass', an inspired funk sweep done to a house tempo. 
This new boost of confidence also landed Bootsy work on 
new projects for Sly & Robbie, Caron Wheeler and New 
York's dance trio Deee-Lite. But the best news around is 
that Bootsy and his funk partner in crime George 
Clinton are planning a P-Funk reunion. 

“Look, there won't be anything like me and George 
doin’ the P," Bootsy admits. "We've been sampled all over 
lin some 200 rap songs from Digital Underground to 
Ice-Cube | and that's great. It shows that the time is ripe 
for a P-Funk album, tour and movie." Apparently the 
Hudlin brothers (of House Party fame) are shopping the 
P-Funk movie idea from studio to studio, and even 
helped out with the making of Bootsy's ‘Jungle Bass’ 
video. So ten years later, Bootsy's back on the funk, and 
with no regrets. "The funk will always be there, even if 
you can't doit all the time. I hit a wall with funk but I had 
to learn that there are no walls behind the sky. I had to 
get around those walls first because in the end, funk is 
its own reward." MARISA FOX 





Bootsy is back! 























































With а decade of critical reputation 
behind him, some persistent labels still 
make Jonathan Moore groan. “I've 
been Boy Most Likely To for ages — it 
doesn't give me a lot of joy" Moore's 
career has taken in collaboration with 
Test Department, BBC teatime Dickens 
and a TV version of his play Treatment. 
This autumn, he has two new works 
lined up — his play This Other Eden at 
the Soho Poly Theatre, and an opera 
version of Steven Berkoff's Greek, with 
music composed by Mark-Anthony 
Turnage. Belaurelled at the 1988 
Munich Biennale, Greek makes its 
English debut at the London Coliseum 
coinciding with the BBC television 
version co-directed by Moore. "| want 
to lower the tone of opera, make it a bit 
rude. There's something funny about 
hearina 'fuck' sung in a top C." He'd like 
to make opera more theatrical too: 
"The standard of acting in opera is very 
poor — it's usually 'stand and deliver', 
then, 'come on in а different cossie, 
lovie'," says Moore, slipping into his 
best Donald Sinden. This Other Eden 
retains the ruck quota of Moore's 
earlier work, but with a more female 
emphasis, as a Croydon mother goes 
florally off the rails. Despite the council! 
estate setting, Moore stresses that the 
play won't be Play for Today fodder. "It 
gets more surreal — I'm not really a 
social realist writer. | like the theatre of 
dreams — and ап unashamedly 
political theatre.” Determinedly at 
odds with Nineties zeitgeist — "| can't 
be trendily together about money” — 
Moore is frank about the difficulties 
attached to his calling: “Anyone can be 
a writer, but to carry on is heroic. | 
wonder if I've got the bottle 
sometimes.” While tilting at high 
culture bastions, he’s not one to 


JONATHAN MOORE: ACTOR/PLAVWRICHT/DIRECTOR 


fetishize pop culture either. “Hanif 
Kureishi was on After Dark, and he 
came out and said, ‘Look, opera is 
better than Just Seventeen.’ | thought, 
good for you.” @ JONATHAN ROMNEY 
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FRONT 


"What I want to ask you is: is this serious?" So opens Dick, a 
ten-minute film directed by San Franciscans Jo Menell and B 
Moel. It is a pertinent question indeed considering what 
follows: 1,000 grainy black-and-white penises are projected 
on the screen in rapid succession, accompanied by 
comments from 100 different women who respond to 
various questions such as, "Would you want one?", "What 
do they look like?” and “What about your first time?" The 
answers are occasionally predictable — “1 closed my eyes 
and thought of England" — but often hilarious — “It’s not 
the meat it’s the motion. ..It'snotthe tractor, it's the amount 
of time you spend in the field ploughing.” All are 
accompanied by the film’s score: a jolly piece of music 
composed by John Cale which he affectionately describes as 
‘The Waltz of the Dicks’. 

While most of the comments are underlined by a tongue- 
in-cheek irreverence — often accompanied by either 
suppressed giggles or bawdy guffaws — the intentions 
behind Dick were quite serious. “We are constantly exposed 
to women's anatomy, but never to men's," claims Menell. 
"Why not look at dicks? Put them up on the screen. Limp 
willies." An enormous amount of effort went into recruiting 
the dicks. Once Menell had photographed all his friends' 
penises, he set up a booth at the San Francisco Gay Freedom 
Parade and sent out flyers saying PUT YOUR DICK IN DICK and 
IMMORTALIZE YOUR COCK ON THE SILVER SCREEN. The response was 
enormous. Menell had more dicks than he could handle. 





Assorted towers of power from Dicks 


BLITZ 


Menell asserts that Dick is "about censorship and 

demystification". Therefore, the slightest evidence of 
tumescence was edited out, a process which required the 
quite mind-boggling task of inspecting each portrait with a 
magnifying glass. Any dicks or women's comments which 
might be labelled as titillating or obscene were cut. “Тһе 
film is about penises,” says Menell, "not about sex.” Among 
the 1,000 penises on view, many of which sport imaginative 
jewellery, are some extremely famous ones but, according 
to Menell, their owners preferred to remain uncredited. 
' Reactions to Dick after a recent screening were as varied 
as the members displayed on the screen. Women were, in 
general, comfortable with the movie and seemed to react 
with a sense of humour. "I wonder what it would've been 
like to have been a stylist on that movie?" one female 
mused. Men, on the other hand, appeared to be less easy 
with it. Comments ranged from the coy — “I can't even bear 
to look at my own" — to the downright defensive — "Men 
are only worried about the size of their dicks because they 
always see them foreshortened.” One more resilient type 
proudly claimed, "That's made me feel much better about 
my own." 

Menell's next project is entitled Snowjob. It is about 
cocaine. SUSANNAH FRANKEL AND BONNIE VAUGHAN 


Dick opens at the Metro, London W1, with Almodóvar's Dark Habits 
on August 31st 


“I think you can safely say that I’m not aiming to be the Kafka of the Nineties,” 


says Tim Hulse, former BLITZ editor, whose first novel is 
published this month. The Trouble With Orchids 
centres on a gang of media monsters, led by Jeff Sharp, 
the alarmingly influential style editor of the Sunday 
News, whose career looks set to soar when he hits on the 
idea of hyping orchids as the latest style sensation. 

“Т was advised that the best way to approach a first 
novel was to write about what I knew,” says Hulse. “The 
media world is the one I've known for the last five years, 
зо that seemed like the obvious route. Then there was 
gardening. My love of gardening is partly hereditary, I 
think. My family have always been keen gardeners. My 
grandfather once won some obscure cup in the 
Southport Flower Show for the best delphinium. 

"At the centre of the book is the idea ofthe style decade 
merging into what are meant to be the caring Nineties. 
Of course, the two things are completely incompatible. 
You can't treat the environment as a fashion item. But 
that's the way magazines and newspapers tend to treat 
things. They're interested one week and the next week 
they're not." 

Hulse explains that his career has been guided by an 
innate sense of indecision and a desire to keep doing 
"something different". After graduating from Oxford, 
he moved to London and worked in the linen room at the 
Westbury Hotel (“I could never work out why the sheets 
were always damp!") Then, in 1982, he started writing 
for BLITZ. His first challenge was to coax some wit and 
wisdom out of the Thompson 
Twins. In 1983, he was employed 
as the magazine's first member of 
staff. Four years later, he was 
appointed editor He quickly 
earned himself a reputation as 
the most elusive man in show 
business. He left the magazine 
in 1988 to concentrate on writing 
and journalism. 

"Then I made а New Years 
resolution to write a novel," he 
explains. "My main objective 
was to write a funny book. There 
aren't that many comic novels 
when you think about it. It's a 
good area to be in simply because 
the standard is so low.” 

Although he admits that the 
novel offers a wholly unsym- 
pathetic portrait of media folk, 
һе is wary of being seen as а 
cynical and  embittered  ex- 
editor. 

“I don't want to be seen as this great enemy of the 
media; this angry young man with a score to settle. I 
don't mind being seen asthe faintly bemused young man 
of the Nineties. It's true that there are no sympathetic 
characters in the whole book. It verges on farce, I 
suppose. If you're writing about the media with an 
objective eye, then it seems like a completely ridiculous 
world." 

As for the future, Hulse plans a second novel and is 
currently working on an idea for a television sit-com. 
"When I sat down to write this first novel, I was just 
hoping to write something as good as Fly Fishing by JR 
Hartley. Thats how I see myself in fifty years time, 
ringing up all these second-hand bookstores asking for 
copies of The Trouble With Orchids." 

Tim Hulse shares the same dental hygienist as 
Jeffrey Archer. JON WILDE 
The Trouble With Orchids is published by Sidgwick & Jackson, priced 
£12.95 





fl 


“Т 





Bonnie Vaughan 
on the ratio of fat to 
finance 








m one of those lucky people who doesn't have to work to eat." These words 


were uttered in a frightfully casual manner by a supremely 
smug and self-satisfied (and devastatingly charming) Warren 
Beatty on а recent TV interview with Barry Norman. While 
it s not exactly news that most members of Hollywood s upper 
echelon don't need to work to eat, Idwelton that statement for 
days. When that basic, nagging requirement is gone, what 15 
left? Working to enable other people to eat? Possibly — gatters 
and best boys and key grips probably рет pretty. hungry 
berween jobs. Bur irs far more likely that these 
gastronomically satiated top dogs continue to work for little 
more reason than to gratify their wildly inflated egos. Thats 
when they start doing awful things like exorcising inner 
demons or indulging lifelong obsessions or portraying some 
fantastic historical or literary figure they'd admired. since 
adolescence. A quick mental scan of recent projects nurtured 
by Hollywood's most powerful and well-fed quickly vields 
proof of what too many regular meals can do. 

The full-stomach syndrome is not, of course, limited to 
screen stars only. Screenwriter John Patrick Shanley found 
that after the success of Moonstruck, he no longer had to work 
to eat. This led to an inner crisis which had him 
contemplating, "What am Г doing on this planet and what do I 
do with my limited time here?" Oh great. So what does this 
now stuffed-to-the-gills writer/director offer the world in 
answer to this eternal question? The feeble and not very funny 
Joe Versus the Volcano. Shanley, for one, was much better off on 
an empty stomach, 

Joe Versus the Volcano 1s 
the story of alittle guy who 
goes against a giant. It's a 
universal theme, one 
which has reared its head 
to much better and much 
worse effect since moving 
pictures began. David 


considerable critical and 
moderate commercial 
success who, I assume, still 
has to give the grocery bill 
at least some consideration 
— tackles this very subject 
in his latest film, THE BIG 
МАН. Based on the novel 
by William Mcllvanney 
and adapted for the screen 
by Don McPherson, it ts a 


Memphis Belle 


Leland — a director of 


"Network here | come!" “No pictures, pinko bitch!" “Aww, this has 
happened before!" Die Hard 2: Die Harder is highly media aware; TV news 
reporters play integral roles in the terrorists-hijack-airport plot. One hack, 
Dick Thornberg (the ideal name for an unctuous conniver; think Thorndyke 
in The Love Bug, think anyone called Dick), continues the careerist trajectory 
he began in Die Hard the first, embodying the opportunist cynicism 
Hollywood always sees in the medium of TV. Rival on-the-spot Samantha 
Coleman is better; she even lets Bruce Willis — returning as the right guy in 
the wrong place, detective John McClane — ride shotgun in her company 
helicopter for the coda. The movie is also successfully self-referential, with 
Willis making asides about deja-vu, although there's nothing quite as good 
as George Lazenby's mournful "This never happened to the other quy" in 
On Her Majesty's Secret Service. Die Hard 2 is a bizarre agglutination of this 
meta-discourse, a bit of Frank Capra/Spielberg human decency (that's to say 
no sex, a belief in the marriage institution, Willis as a technophobe shy of 
change, and several Christmas trees), a stack of ultra-violence (Willis 
stabbing his adversary through the eye with an icicle), an ultra-high body 
count followed by the camera dwelling on the eviscerated stiffs, a bunch of 
bungling Keystone cops, matt black-clad terrorists led by an ex-Marine who 
looks rather like Colin from EastEnders, and a neatly tied knot of a plot. It 
works excellently, and when we laugh atthe plucky old biddy who declares 
"someone needs to get their ass kicked!” and then produces an anti-mugger 
stun-gun, we laugh with a pleasurable unease. It's a violent violent violent 
world and a damnably fine film. @ ANDY DARLING 


Bob my. 





contemporary thriller with lofty ambitions set m Scotland. 
Liam Neeson stars as Danny Scoular, an unemployed miner 
and former bare-knuckle boxing champ who struggles vainly 
to keep the table laid for his wite, Beth (Joanne Whalley- 
Kilmer), and young son, An opportunity to win a large purse 
in an illegal fight organized by local gangsters proves too 
tempting for Danny and — at the cost of alienating his 
disapproving wife — he accepts the challenge. He then finds 
himself plunging headfirst into a veritable den of iniquity and 
is clearly out of his depth — a pawn in a much larger, more 
dangerous game. Itis here that Danny seizes his chance to truly 
make his mark. 

The makers of The Big Man evidently wish to tollow on in 
the tradition of critically acclaimed British little-zuy-versus- 
big-guy contemporary thrillers such as Mona Lisa апа The 
Long Good Friday, and take it one step further by adding а 
touch of Raging Bull glamour and gritty realism for good 
measure. Hence it boasts a great deal of studied art direction: 
grainy, burnished tones; liberal doses of slo-mo; painfully 
crude and gory, drawn-out fight scenes, all accompanied by an 
overwhelmingly ominous Ennio Morricone score. Тһе Big 
Man wants badly to be a big film, yet while its visual 
embellishments hold the promise of something spectacular to 
come, the films shaky character development tails to support 
it. Just as Danny, loving husband and father, and Beth, feisty, 
loyal wife, are introduced, both are ‘hurled in opposite 
directions — he in stubborn pursuit of his lost pride, and she 
into the arms of a former beau — with motivation barely 
established and sympathy nor fully evoked for either of them. 

Unlike the film's predecessors, the progression of events 
never seems entirely believable and leaves too many questions 
unanswered, Why do the mob let Danny get away so easily 
when he discovers the sordid truth about their set-up? Why 
has Beth's cx-Hame been waiting for her all those years? How 
on earth does Billy Connolly — as Danny’ cliché-spouting, 
ne'er-do-well buddy — manage to get laid? More absurd than 
even that is the final scene, which has the entire town in a literal 
face-to-face confrontation with ruthless kingpin Matt Mason 
(Ian Bannen), shouting, "You can't kill us all!” And not a 
policeman in sighr. 

The Big Man suffers from a somewhat clichéd treatment of a 
familiar theme. It's a pity, as I believe chere are big hopes for a 
solid transatlantic crossover appeal. The backers of director 
Michael Caton-Jones’ new film, MEMPHIS BELLE, have 
gone a step further to ensure that their product crosses over. 
An all-American cast of up-and-coming young actors — 
including veteran of the bunch Matthew Modine, Етіс Stoltz, 
DB Sweeny, Billy Zane and singer Harry Connick Jr — star in 
this very straightforward, pyrotechnic-free account of the 
twenty-fifth and final mission of 
the Memphis Belle В-17 WWII 
fighter aircraft and its squadron 
of young "flvboys". Based on а 
1944 documentary made by 
Forties Hollywood — director 
William Wyler — who actually 
participated in five of the 
Memphis Belles. missions. over 
Nazi-occupied Europe апа 
brought home actual footage of 
the action and the crew — 
Memphis Belle the movie is an 
occasionally corny, ultimately 
touching little film with a big 
heart, and one that will, I feel, 
unfortunately suffer for its 
simplicity and lack of 
pretension. 

In remaining true to the 
innocence of the era, cliches 
abound — the co-pilot, anxious 


to get his hands on one of the № 


Gary Cooper 





Krizia uomo. Break the rules. 
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| BREAKING IN 
Trust Scottish director Bill Forsyth (he of Gregory's Girl and Local Hero)to 


> guns, complains, “Маг I tell the girls back home if I didn't 


kill a single Nazi?”; one ofthe boys, having bragged about his 
thriving medical practice, is caught out for lying when another 
crew member is badly wounded. While the plane — a 
seemingly ancient crate — 1s being wildly buffeted about in 
mid-air by flak (most ofthe action takes place inside the aircraft 
against an obvious matt background), the boys engage in 
wistful badinage about what they're gonna do when they get 
back home. The film occasionally delves into the 
unintentionally humorous: the boys are so busy chain- 
smoking and searching frantically for their various lucky 
objects — a holy medal, a camera, a rubber band — it’s a 
miracle they even made it through one mission — but on the 
whole it’s a good, old-fashioned wartime yarn. 

Detractors will complain that they've seen it all before, and 
that in the wake of Platoon or even Top Gun, there's no going 
back to this ‘we're all good guys in this together’ style of 
nostalgic filmmaking. However, there are some people (well, 
me anyway) who will find Memphis Bellea welcome respite in 
ап age of hyper-violence and ultra-realism. In the face of 
Hollywood sensationalism and schlock, | think it takes a 
certain amount of integrity to create such a noble, sentimental 
tribute. As was the case in Scandal, Caton-Jones' previous 
film, the attention to period detail is superb, with much of the 
cast — Zane, looking like a voung Clark Gable, in particular 
— managing to physically evoke the boys of that era 
remarkably well. There is something very refreshing about a 
movie in which the harshest word uttered is “baloney”. 
Unfortunately, thats probably what Caton-Jones will be 
dining on for a while, as che Dick Tracy/ Total Recall-saturated 
public will be too jaded for Memphis Belle. He may have то 
wait till che release of his next film, rumoured to star Michael ] 
Fox, before he can forget about his food bill, 

Of course there's a big difference between creating a small, 
sentimental flm and one that 15 just small, period. 
Christopher Morahans PAPER MASK, starring Paul 
McGann and Amanda Donohoe, is a confused black comedy- 
cum-thriller which never progresses beyond the flat, limited 
feel of a TV movie. (It is, unsurprisingly, a Film Four 
International Production, 
and Morahan 15 best 
known for his superior TV 
work, such as The Jewel in 
the Crown and the superb 
Old Flames.) Based on 
John Collees novel the 
premise — while hardly 
original — 1s initially fairly 
interesting: McGann plays 
а hospital porter with а 
large chip on his shoulder 
as well as a keen working 
knowledge of biology, and 
— when а young doctor 
dies is a car crash — 
McGann assumes his 
identity and establishes a 





make his first American-based feature result in one of the smartest POS in a new hospital, Will 


comedies of the year so far. Trust Forsyth again to take someone like Burt he get away with it? Will 


Reynolds and actually give him space to act. Breaking In is a captivating sexy nurseand love interest 


story of two burglars who form a working partnership despite their Donohoe spill the beans? 


disparities in style. Ernie (Reynolds) a suave professional safecracker, Does his new-found power 
bumps into a squalid-looking young buck called Mike (Casey Siemaszko of go to his head and make 


Young Guns If) as each of the thieves attempts to rip off the same house. 
Although Ernie thinks Mike is "whacko" (he breaks into people's homes just 
for a good rummage), the pair end up pulling off one juicy heist after 
another — slipping the police, charming the fur off doberman guard dogs 
and basically making asmall legend of themselves. Although the young and " 
fuzzy Siemaszko acquits himself well, the subtle glory of Breaking In such a promising talent, 


him slightly mad? Га wait 
till it comes on the telly to 
find out, if I were you. I 
wonder why McGann, 


belongs to Reynolds alone. Here, with a superb script by John Sayles, the keeps taking оп such 
underused actor rises from the dust of Smokey and the Bandit and into the unremarkable, unappeal- 
stratosphere with the likes of Cary Grant — his is one performance you ing film roles, At this rate, 


really must see to believe. @ KAREN KRIZANOVICH 
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he'll be on beans and toast 
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Dark Habits 
for years to come; no filet mignon for him. 

MIGNON HAS LEFT is not about someone, like Paul 
McGann, lamenting the absence of a good steak in their lives, 
but is a debut film by Italian director Francesca Archibugi, 
which last year won five Davids (that's Italy 5 Oscars, to you 
and me). Rather like an Italian version of The Wonder Years, it 
concerns 13-year-old Giorgio, a wistful, philosophical youth 
whose life is thrown into a chaos of longing and despair by the 
arrival from Paris of his pretty but uppity 14-year-old cousin, 
Mignon. Her aloof presence divides the family, and Giorgio 
struggles to cope with the unbearable pain of growing up and 
facing his first heartbreak. His mother, meanwhile, strains to 
keep a brave face in light of her husband's flagrant affairs as well 
as coping with four growing children and the eternal, 
confining role of being a mother first, a person second. Ап act 
of desperation on Giorgio’ part finally shakes up the family, 
bringing them together again via each one's sense of mutual 
guilt, and Mignon — for the first time — displays a smidgin of 
emotion, Sentimental but never cloying, Mignon Has Left is 
an achingly render, bittersweet slice of life. 

Enough pleasantries. Pedro Almodovar is a director known 
for anything but. His last two films, Women on the kerge of a 
Nervous Breakdown and Tie Ме Up! Tie Me Down!, have 
earned him so much attention in Hollywood — with every 
hot, fortyish actress in town begging for the rights to remake 
Women and offers of English-language vehicles abounding, 
vou can be sure that Almodóvar won't have to work tor his 
supper for very much longer. This month sees the British first 
release ot DARK HABITS, made іп 1984 before he became а 
well-fed cause célébre even in his native country. This loosely 
structured story of an unorthodox convent, in which the nuns 
devote themselves to saving the lives of young female sinners, 
evokes familiar, dare I say и, Almodóvarian themes of 
religion, desire, obsession and morality as well as his 
propensity both to lampoon and shock. When a nightclub 
singer junkie, Yolanda (Cristina S Pascual), seeks refuge from 
che police with The Humble Redeemers, she is invited to shoot 
up and shack up with the Mother Superior (Julieta Serrano) 
and soon becomes embroiled in power struggles between 
herself and the Mother Superior, between the nuns themselves 
(Sister Manure, an acid casualty; Sister Rat, а soft-porn 
novelist; Sister Snake, who vearns for the Chaplin, and so on), 
and between the convent and the church. 

Іп comparison to his more recent work, Dark Habits seems 
rather crude and disjointed. However the film — the visual 
equivalent of а pina-colada — contains some very funny, 
colourful characters as well as many bizarre, unnervingly 
memorable set pieces, which include Sister Sin (Carmen 
Maura) serenading her pet tiger, a gaudy song-and-dance 
number by Yolanda, backed by the sisters, and the torally 
twisted notion of nuns dabbling with illicit substances. A far 
more compelling reason for going to see Dark Habits, 
however, is that — in London at least — it is accompanied by 
DICK, a short documentary by Jo Menell and B Moel. Grainy 
black-and-white, full-frame portraits of a thousand dicks 
(thankfully, in repose) flash by in rapid succession to the 
accompaniment of music by John Cale amd the pointed 
comments of 100 women, who were interviewed on subjects 
ranging from "What do you call it?" ro "Does size matter?" 
Dick is a riot. Once you've seen this short film, you may never 
fee] quite che same about the male member again. 

Now, | think ГИ go get something to ear, @ 
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Mark Edwards on 
the demise of great 


T 


ads 


This column is dedicated to the memory of Gold Greenlees Trott. That's the 


这 





advertising 





agency that brought you "Ello Tosh’, 'Aristonandonandon', 
‘Does You Does or Does You Don't Take Access’, “Share 
Them With a Squirrel, Cyril? — or somesuch — Griff Rhys 
Jones meets John Wayne, the lizard on the phone, the list goes 
onandonandon, 

There are perhaps only two men in London who 
continually produce great advertising: John Webster and Dave 
Trott. If anyone in a dodgy trade like advertising deserves the 
label ‘genius’, chen ics Webster. But Trott's achievement is 
possibly the more remarkable, because it is based on that rare 
combination: creativity and great management. Trotts whole 
department consistently produces great advertising (it also 
continually produces people who go off and start their own 
agencies, and then continue ro produce great work like Maxell 
Tapes, Molson and possibly Fuji... see below). Creatives take 
massive pay cuts to work under Trott. Yes that’s right. People 
in advertising taking pay curs. Because Trott gers work out of 
them that no one else could. 

Bur the management of Gold Greenlees Trot — now 
pretending, like so many before it, to be a real grown-up 
business instead of being content to be an advertising agency 
— has decided that Trott is пог the man to run the creative 
department in what they probably call “the next phase of the 
company's development". It’s unclear why, although Trott 
has a reputation for being difficult го work with, (Those 


, я 
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w, 
UJI FILM 
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readers over the age of, oh, three will know char this is a 
description usually applied to people who are particularly 
brilliant at their jobs by people who aren't.) 

Whatever, a bunch of account executives whom Trotts 
work made rich and famous have decided that his presence 
running the department may nor make them even more rich 
and famous as fast as they and the City would like. And so they 
have asked him to leave. The argument that a different team is 
often needed to run a company than the one which built the 
company is very fashionable at the moment. Unfortunately all 
the actual evidence in people-led businesses is that the people 
brought in ro replace the originals almost never even replicare, 
let alone improve on, their predecessors’ performance. 

So the odds are against GGT continuing to produce great 
work, which is very sad. Buc lll watch their development as a 
global marketing services corporation with, um, interest. 
And the next time they remind some client thar you can't 
launch a bunch of brand variations while your core brand 1s 
going downhill, I hope they're listening to themselves. 

It's been a sad month in advertising for other reasons: we 
have to record the death of another great campaign. The new 
CARLSBERG posters destroy the last fifteen years work as 
deftly as the latest Heineken ads did. But in case the agency 
really hasn't understood what it’s done, lets go tbrough it at 
dictation speed. The point about the ‘Probably the Best Lager 
in the World’ line ts that the consumer rhinks, oh I expect it is 
the best lager in the world, only they're not allowed to say so. 


The positioning therefore is: the best. 

Once you start saying that the phrase ‘Definitely che Best 
Lager in the World" is а red herring or porky pies or a load of 
bull, what are you saying? You're saying that the one thing that 
is definitely untrue about Carlsberg is thar it’s the best. Beyond 
thar, we don't know, but it absolutely defimtely cannot be che 
best. Positioning: second best (at best). 

Are you with me? Good, Now look at the posters again. 
What do the headlines say this time? “Carlsberg: The Beer 
That Isn't All That Good After All’. ‘Carlsberg: The Beer for 
People Who Accept Second Best’. “Carlsberg: There's a Better 
Beer Out There Somewhere — Buy It Instead.’ 

They won't believe any of that of course, because it’s a clever 
idea and it'll win awards. Bur there you go. HEINEKEN also 
refuses to see that its campaign is dead. Well no, Heineken (or, 
rather, Whitbread) probably knows it's dead but have allowed 
the agency (which, fair enough, has earned the right to be 
humoured) to prove thar it can be saved. 

The fact that the recent World Cup ad was mildly amusing 
(although still wildly off-strategw, assuming they're still 
working to a strategy) will — like the England soccer team's 
notorious unbeaten run — lock them into a false optimism 
abour the system they're playing. When what they need ts 
some copy writing Gazza to run all over the birs of the pitch he 
was told not to play on. 

There is, however, life in the GUINNESS ‘Pure Genius’ 
campaign. London taxis are currently working the streets of 
the capital painted to look like a glass of Guinness and bearing 
the legend “Only Black Cabs Have the Knowledge’. A rather 
nice example of what we used to call synergy; but today 
perhaps we might just term it a rather tice example of rather 
nice, 

The same goes for BRITISH TELECOM’ ‘Beattic’ 
campaign, which ts still in good shape after God knows how 
many executions. The American husband trawling his 
swimming pool ("Maurice I don't know”) is one of this year’s 
great triumphs. Гус always refused — and will continue to 
refuse — ro believe chat advertising ever persuaded anybody to 
make even one phone call that they wouldn't have made 
anyway, Bur BTS £30 million-plus TV budget suggests that 
they know otherwise. Or maybe it’s not a call-stimulation 
campaign at all — it's a corporate aren’t-BT-nice-people 
campaign in disguise. 

Assuming you manage to avoid a career in marketing (the 
only redeeming feature of which is that you get to be called a 
marketeer, which is very swashbuckling), then you should 
never, ever let anyone read you the script for a commercial 
before you see it. The commercial then becomes the film of 
the book — you would have done it differently. 

So the new ads for FUJI — which were read to me before 
they were made — actually struck me as disappointing when | 
first saw them... but only because the script made me think 
they would probably be the best advertising Га seen for a long 
time. And che finished work. | don't know. I think it's 
excellent, but a nagging voice says it could have been better. 

Avoiding telling you anything about the film, the ads 
instead concentrate on an unacceptable social occurrence 一 
the look-at-him-no-don't-look-ar-him glances as a mentally 
handicapped shelf-stocker stocks shelves, the shutting out of 
an Asian mother outside the school gates by her white peers. 
The point being that photographs can make a difference. 

The slick criticism ar this poinr is: yeah, bur couldn't you 
stick any film (oranv camera) on the end of that? To which the 
reply is: yeah, but Fuji stuck themselves there first. Which says 
something about the company. Which so very few ads do. 

Why should I buy Fuji film? Because — as a photographer 
— 1 can make a difference? Possibly. Because Fuji chose го 
spend their marketing budget saying something important 
instead of on simply humouring some art director s creative 
whimsy? Yes, much more likely. 

I hope it works. The agency is Howell Henry Chaldecott 
Lury. Henry and Chaldecott trained under Dave Trott. © 
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Signatures, it would appear, are out. You won't find any of the Cool School 





Andrew Renton on 


the reign of narcissism 


and the artist playing 
God 


Mike and Frank by Samantha Taylor-Wood 





putting anything as gauche as an autograph on anything — 
that would пару too binding a contract. 

How extraordinary it is, therefore, го find BARBARA 
BLOOM: installation of her Reign of Narcissism at the 
Serpentine (August Ist-September 9th). Everything within 
this installed octagonal room carries the artist's signature on 
some level. Signatures here are not just fourishes with а pen, 
they are anything which determines the presence of the artist. 
A description of the room should clarify... Four antiquated 
display cabinets, with Queen Anne legs, contain such artefacts 
as three possible tombstones for one Barbara Bloom, 
complete with silhouette and date of birth (awaiting the date of 
death) and a set of Forties leather volumes on which the titles 
and the artist's name are immaculately gold-blocked. Then 
there are four satin-upholstered chairs with materials 
variously patterned with а silhouette again, the artist's dental 
X-rays, her astrological chart and, of course, her signature. 
Another cabinet is filled with 
stylized cameos of the artist. In the 
final case there are teacups revealing 
watermarked heads in their trans- 
lucence, accompanied by signature 
saucers, and fine chocolates showing 
still further images of Bloom as 
decoration. Delicious. 

And there is still more, in the form 
of busts of the artist restyled in 
classical tradition (complete with 
slight damage for that authentic 
look), plaster maquettes showing 
the same classical artist constructing 
an image of herself, and vanity 
mirrors reflecting upon each other. 
At the show's New York opening 
there were even Barbara Bloom ice 
sculptures and Barbara Bloom 
bottles of champagne. In case you 
haven't got the point by now, in the 
centre of the room a bunch of 
Howers has been placed in a vase, It 
could only be the Narcissus. 

What Bloom seems to have done 
is to create herself within a huge 
historical context, by employing narcissism as the overriding 
creative factor. The extraordinary thing is that we are 
constantly given evidence of the artist by the indisputable 
signatures, but we know that we have not been given the 
living, breathing Barbara Bloom, but rather a fictionalized 
account of her, a reinvention who might be called "Barbara 
Bloom". 

You wouldn't catch TIM HEAD — whose work was at the 
Nicola Jacobs Gallery in June — signing his name on any of his 
paintings. The processes involved in their execution, he 
assures me, arc as automated as possible. No emorional 
entanglement here, but then again, neither is it pure 
abstraction. An absurdity of patterning occurs at every level of 
our product-ridden world. Head uses these recurring forms. 
In fact, recurrence 15 the key 
here, in the sense that the 
source comes again and 
again, and is not special or 
privileged. The motif is 
evenly distributed upon the 
surface of whatever object he 
has found, where the surface, 
accordingly, has no centre. 

It is mot just the pattern 
which is at work (or at play) 
here. The process of blowing 
up the source (by using a 
photocopier) corrupts the 








Microsurgery by Tim Head 


network of patterning. Rigid forms assume a variegated 
texture the more amplified they become. They lose their 
precision but gain a simulated order which would appear to 
belong to something much more natural. Head's main 
in(ter)vention in repainting the patterns, or cells, is colour. 
There is, generally, a one-colour background and one colour 
for the pattern. Maroons and browns, for example, may be 
overlaid on pale blues. Here, elements of the painter's hand and 
еуе assume control of the system he has set into its own 
motion. 

The inclusion of two paintings by Tim Head at 
"Gambler'(July 4th-August 18th), the latest show at Building 
One, following on the success of ‘Modern Medicine’, is a 
commendation for the senior artist whose work seems to be 
very much of the moment. The work sits quite comfortably 
(and perhaps a little more authoritatively) with the newer 
generation, sandwiched between the Neo-Op of American 
Mike Scott, and the simple motifs of Dominic Denis. 

‘Gambler’ is a mixed show. No 
one could feel comfortable with all 
the work. But shows like this 
promote discourse about art, rather 
than insipid take-it-or-leave-itism. 
ANGUS FAIRHURST produced à 
fabulous series of his familiar images 
broken up into Ben Day dots, this 
time encased in wooden frames 
filled with clear hair gel. The gel is a 
distancing device, adding dimen- 
sion and another layer of abstraction 
to the inert image. 

Almost symbolically, closing 
down an old body of work, DAMIEN 
HIRST 5 latest medicine cabinets are 
full of old,dusty, useless chemicals 
and broken bottles. His ambitions 
are now spreading further with two 
huge glass-and-metal constructions 
of some ten feet in length. Maggots 
аге placed in one half of the 
construction. In due course they 
hatch and are drawn to the other 
half, where they tind water, sugar 
and, in one of the pieces, two cow 
heads, The fly hatches, flies in, tucks in, and then ts drawn to 
an Insect-O-Cutor by its blue light, and is promptly zapped to 
death. Now, this is wholly irresponsible work. The cows’ 
heads putrefy, and it all appears unnecessarily callous. But it is 
an effective display of the food chain, and hierarchies in nature. 
The artist is playing God, and although the spectacle is 
obscene, we are forced to be engaged. 

A final word on the college degree shows. A quiet time over 
all. Of course, this is the opportunity we all have once a year to 
doa little star-searching. Over at the Royal College, I had great 
problems with most of the paintings, but the sculpture 
department produced JAKE CHAPMAN installations of 
Insect-O-Cutors (again — nor that $ important, but Jake got 
there first), functioning as lighr sculpture in the tradition of 
Dan Flavin, and his brilliantly minimal blank revolving 
billboard. ALEX HARTLEY niade some immaculately crafted 
replicas of the crates which are used to transport precious 
works of art around the world — part minimal sculpture, part 
artworld commentary. At Goldsmiths’ expectations were 
running high, and many were trying to make the work which 
they thought would look contemporary. І hold my hands upa 
little guiltily, as one of those who has forced such attentions on 
the college. Still, for me, the finest work of the show belonged 
to SAMANTHA TAYLOR-WOOD. A camouflage wall drawing 
linked her two quite contrasting sculptures — a square of 
rope-cordoning set into a cube, and the immaculate 
reconception of Tyson and Bruno as oppositional archetypes, 
cast in chrome. And she didn’t sign her name anywhere. @ 
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AFTER A DAY ІМ THE HOT SEAT YOU CALL FOR AN ICE COLD 


Unlike most other beers Budweiser is aged over beechwood to give its distinctive clean, crisp taste. Тһе gooi 
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television 


This was the month where Time stood still, where Time sat still; where Time sat 





Jim Shelley 
chances it as 
sports commentator 
‚ of the year 


Man of the Month 








down with her Guinness six-packs and the friends she loved, 
and watched che WORLD CUP. Time: it's a funny old game. 

The World Cup simply commandeered life. Nothing else 
mattered. Politics, music, Dick Tracy, cricket, golf, even 
Martina winning the Mixed Singles didn't make a dent. There 
was quite simply nothing else on. Even now television hasn't 
recovered from its loss. This month's pin-up, Darlene from 
Roseanne — awkward and real, half boy, half girl — was 
practically che only female on television all month (the new 
Wimbledon presenter hardly counts). 

It was a poor World Cup but a great soap opera, the greatest. 
And of course it made McLuhan's Global Village real, more 
than even Dallas had. It linked us, men and women, and even 
seemed to unite Ireland fora while, and Big Jack a Proddy too. 

This was the month men across Ireland muttered, "Who's 
that man with Jack Charlton?", the month the Pope had the 
honour of meeting Jack Charlton. Every Jackie interview was 
a blessing, even when he complained about Egypt's time 
wasting (he used to play for Leeds, for Christ's sake). Sad that 
Ireland were undone by one of their own — Robert O'Baggio. 

This was also the month someone (it wasn't me, it wasn't 
you, it was someone luckier than John de Lorean, luckier than 
Bobby Robson) had the job of counting fouls in the World Cup, 
counting the Cameroon corners and the Irish offsides. (The 
Germans had the most left-footed shots of the tournament — 
nine against the United Arab Emirates.) 

Some football pundits, bristling at the penalty shoot-outs, 
suggested instead a tally of corner-kicks or shots at goal, 
missing the entire point of football. There was talk of 
extending the goalposts at full time, reducing the players 
(smaller players?) Jimmy Hill. discussing something called 
"Association Football", even suggested ir should go to the 
team conceding less fouls. | always thought football was for 
the excitement and entertainment of the public. (Far from 
“spoiling” the match, the Rikyard-Voeller incident was 
fantastic drama, a soap opera sensation.) 

The World Cup was fierce, fabulous theatre and penalties its 
coup de grace, where football is all about, only about, destiny, 
fortune, the quick slip from hero to villain. In the space of 
seconds, dullards (Platt, O'Leary) become deities. Heroes 
(Waddle, Donadoni) become desolate. The World Cup 
decided effortlessly to sum up 
life: "There Is No Justice’ — 
that was the moral of the 
World Cup month. 

And anyway, Brazil, 
utterly dominant 1-0 
winners, failed to win а 
single corner against Costa 
Rica, who had two corners 
but nor a single shot at goal. 
Uruguay had twenty shots at 
goal against Belgium, who 
had only four, bur Belgium 
deservedly won 3-1. 
Scotland had fourteen 
corners against Costa Rica 
but never looked like 
scoring. 

BLITZ endorses the 
Americans probable plan, 
something along rhe lines of 
It's а Knockout, with 
blindfolded goalkeepers, 
three-legged penalty-takers, 
with sports day elements and 
a chance го play your Joker. 
Arthur Ellis will referee and 
Gasping Stuart Hall will 
commentate. Hall, as 
listeners to Sport on Tivo will 


know, is actually а terrific commentator — fervent, 
provocative, excited. 

The big guns failed horribly. Brian Moore missed the 
Massing yellow card incident against England апа, 
stupefyingly, the Rikyard gobbing incident, remaining 
painfully ignorant for the entire first half, He went on about 
something called "stickabiliry". “A disappointing night 
brought to you by National Power,” summed up his World 
Cup. 

The commentators all displayed something not dissimilar 
to penis envy: “Matthaus... so penetrating”, "so strong from 
the waist down", plus the usual foot ferishes: "a lovely left 
foot”, “а beautiful left foot” (it's never the right foot). And 
what abour "they've got their rails up"? 

BLITZ Best Commentator Awards went — for their 
excitement — to Alan Parry — actually experiencing orgasm 
when Baggio scored ("Oh yes. Oh yes. Oh yesss") and Barry 
("you need legs to play football") Davies. 

A BLITZ consolation prize went to Tony Gubba for spotting 
the Rikvard gob and for his Pumpido: A Life of Disasters, а 
forthcoming novel and disaster movie about the hapless 
Argentinian goalkeeper who made Jim Leighton look like 
Lucky John de Lorean. And doesn’t Jim Leighton look like 
Mark Е Smith? Unfortunately, Gubba also insisced on telling 
us there were more German fans in Milan than 
Czechoslovakians. 

Motson really was appalling and now needs to be replaced 
(Capital Radio's Jonathan Pearce being the country’s best). 
You just know Motson was а creep and a snitch at school, an 
over-eager bookworm/trainspotter sort of boy. 

The worst Motsons: 

"And the Romanians.., they've survived revolution, 
earthquake and upheaval... and now they've scored a goal 
against the Soviet Union.” 

“Good save Leighton!” (as Muller knocked Scotland ош). 

Saying the Mexican ref in the final "hadn't done too badly”. 
‘Auntie’ Morson's hysterical performance during che final was 
unpardonable, as the Argentinians inspired a wobbler worthy 
of Mary Whitehouse watching Caligula, “Oh, Oh. Look at 
that. The referee's being manhandled by four players. FIFA will 
have to ban them from the next World Cup, surely.” Motson 
was one breath away from mentioning Goose Green and the 
sinking of HMS Coventry, 

This was symptomatic of the pundits’ main message, which 
was this: black people can play football. They declared it as if 
they were prophets. Besides many a chuckle at the funny black 
names, examples typical of the racism on offer included, “1 
doubr they even have shin pads in the Cameroons”, 
“Cameroons — the nigger in the woodpile". Ray ("That's 
right”) Wilkins pointed out that unlike in the past, teams like 
Egypt — "Third World teams" — now go a goal down and 
will fight back, “like European teams", Black people, Third 
World people, want to win, You don't say, Ray. 

One taxing question was: "at che end of che day" what did 
"Jack of character" mean? Answer: The World Cup Panels. 

When you could hire Best, Bassett, Law, McMenemy, 
Malcolm Allison, even Mick ("Get 'em forward") Channon 
— characters — who had hired Trevor "Мг Controversy’ 
Brooking ("a good shot there”), Trevor "Tunes! Francis, 
‘China’ Bob Wilson from the Masonic Lodge of Goalkeepers 
or Kenny ‘Motormouth’ Dalglish, whose tight little mouth 
looked like old ladies’ lipstick and whose cheeks recalled Aunt 
Sally from Wurzel Gummidge? Rodney Marsh was being paid 
to call che world's most famous footballer “Marandona”, 

Then we had Elton (real name: Roger) Welsby, Nick Owen 
and Emlyn ‘Dostoevsky’ Hughes. How the fuck do these people 
get these jobs? Nick Owen’ clothes, his white shoes, blue 
striped shirts, green ties, his turquoise suit and hair (oh alright, 
all of him) still keep me awake at night. Geoff Hurst's brown 
tie was worse than Морал. 

Emlyn Hughes is in the wrong job. I know this because 
Emlyn Hughes is one of the great mind-readers of our time. > 











television 


Awkward and real 


b “Ез said to hisself here, ‘What I’ve got to do "еге is go bang 


эт 


bang bang, one, two, three... ” He's like a five-year-old 
bouncing up and down, squeaking for attention, because he 
thinks he knows the right answer. But of course, he never does, 

Graham Taylor said things like, "Bobby Robson will pick 
the ream he thinks will win the match." He and Dalglish hadn't 
worked out they were being paid for their opinions, to entertain 
the public. 

Only Ron (“very much so, Brian”) Atkinson and Terry 
Venables were worthy of attention. One of the great moments 
was Garth Crooks, a sweet little frog, whispering cleanly, 
“Terry's gone for Germany and I'm in his slipstream.” Oooh it 
gave me a tingle. Only Big Ron — sharp, decisive, gritty — 
had the masculine authority to call the referee of the Argentina- 
Italy game "a clown" and say, "They're talking about him for 
the final — I don't fancy him." 

BLITZ's Ron Top Ten was: 

“Massing’s had more bookings this month than Frank 
Sinatra." (Of Kevin Sheedy) “That’s his scene,” 

"Gascoigne's got to learn to sit on his game." 

"| certainly didn't see any mystery sniper" (as Klinsmann 
fell over vet again). 

"These big German lads... they're as soft as custard.” 

“We need to surround him with legs and energy.” 

"Waddle doing his business in their half of the field." 
(Waddle looked like a man who'd spent the entire day running 
up the down escalator after a nine-course meal. And that was 
before the match. Brian Moore described his haircut, gritung 
his teeth, as “a savage haircut ".) 

"Lineker's just shaken hands with Klinsmann," observed 
Ron, with the timing of a pro. “I’m surprised Klinsmann 
hasn't fallen over." 

Ron could also show the sympathy of Sheila Grant. “To be 
fair to Chrissie Waddle, he's made a terrible mess of that last 
penalty," and "Beardsley's had a nightmare, frankly.” 

Ron was clearly Panelist of the Month. 

Other BLITZ awards: 

Men of the Month: Milla, Gazza. Jackie, ‘Packy’, 
Makanakay. 

Weirdo: Elton Welsby. 

Best-Looking Footballers; Cannigia (Marilyn lookalike), 
Maldini, Francescoli, Schillaci. 

Worst Haircuts: Nick Owen, Beardsley, Voeller. All of the 





Germans. 

Wankers: Emlyn Hughes, the referees, Zenga (whose 
"collection of clean sheets" cost Italy the World Cup). 

Best Manager: Billardo. 

Worst Manager: the American (playing handball in 
training). 

Pirate of the Tournament; Batista. 

Rebel: Alan Parry on the FIFA shirts/socks ruling ("It's just 
stupid"). 

Nance of the Tournament: Higuita. 

1 was alarmed to find that (uniquely) all the Germans sang 
their national anthem. And doesn't Beckenbauer look like a 
Die Hard terrorist? 

Other highlights: Stuart Pierce's lovely tears. Mark Wright 
appearing blindfold. Difficult girls questions: "What 18 
offside?", “What are those circles for?" Beckettesque answers: 
“The centre circle and semicircle outside the penalty box exist 
to stop you from going inside them.” 

Talking jibberish, Robson (Mr Fluffy as he’s known around 
here), nodding and smiling as he talked, said things like 
"Klinsmann's very dangerous. He knows where the goals 
аге”, clearly on the verge of a horrible hysteria. After the 
German match, a hapless FIFA interviewer was caught 
looking around desperately for a tealady to interview instead, 

Having consistently ignored Wright, Gascoigne, Platt, 
Parker and Dorigo, having played the wrong players in every 
match, Robson was simply the Luckiest Man in the 
Tournament. In the World. 

Even Channel 4% superbly filmed SUBBUTEO WORLD 
CUP FINALS (the sixth — no British player has ever won) had 
it all: time-wasting players leaping into the air, rigged results, 
travelling English fans, live big-screen coverage outside the 
sold-out venue (а restaurant).. the Portuguese Junior 
Champion was on fire. Amazing fingering (don't ask me how 
I know). 

I discovered my entire Subbuteo playing career was illegal: 
thumbs are outlawed (my thumbs are renowned) and goalies 
must be kept on the ground at all time. Blink and someone 
scored. Staggering swerving shots ("Curls it", one of my 
favourites). Shots ап the move. On the move. It was unbelievable. 
"Thats unbelievable,” said the so-called expert in a Brummie 
monotone, clearly utterly astonished, “Chesslike precision". 

The kids had special cases, dusters and secret polish, shining 
the bases to get "maximum glide". А broken nail ruined one 
lad. "How's your preparation going?" asked the reporter. 
“Not very well. I just hope it comes good on the day,” said — 
squeaked — ап ll-year-old. “Now, how much did that 
semifinal take out of him?" the commentator asked later. 

When the kid from Malta snatched a last-minute goal 
against the English junior, the commentator erupted, “Oh, 
and the Malteser's done it," A disappointed (middle-aged) 
team manager came over. “Oh, and he's called the little lad a 
cheat,” 

"The grudge match of the tournament" paired “the two 
fiercest rivals in World Subbuteo.” Carl Young, "the 
maverick”, “openly critical of Subbuteo’s rulers”, versus John 
MeGriffin, "from Subbureo's first family". 

Young accused McGriffins father — “a statesman of the 
game, an ex-player and referee" — of spitting, intimudation 
and “trying to poke my eyes out". Despite witnesses, 
MeGriffin Senior claimed it was “good-natured banter which 
Carl did not want to participate in.” The maverick won 3-2 
with a quite breathtaking goal, flicked with the outside of his 
finger, 

Only the Junior Semi 5 sudden death penalty shoot-out had 
more drama. There was jostling between — players, 
gamesmanship, dissent and manhandling (“Look at that") of 
the referee. Like the World Cup, it ended in tears, lovely young 
tears. The sulky Italian picked up a player, hurled him into the 
pitch and watched him bounce out the ground, over che crowd 
and smash into pieces. And that didn't happen in the World 
Cup. @ 
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Jon Wilde on the 


publishing schedules 


1 


orint 


Of course, there are times when I wish I'd taken that job in the circus. The 





summer's paltry 


2 


summer publishing schedules offer а meagre diet for the 
hungry book reviewer. The months leading up to Christmas 
аге a full-scale blowout. А veritable beano. The next few 
months promise new works by Philip Roth, Elmore Leonard, 
Armistead Maupin, Anthony Burgess, Kurt Vonnegut, 
Harold Brodkey and Norman Mailer. By the New Year, I will 
be a fat man and children will point and laugh at me in the 
street and shout, "Oliver Hardy's backside.” Bur | can live 
with that. 

September‘ tuck-in is led by ELFRIEDE JELINEK, In last 
years The Piano Teacher, this poetically perverse Austrian 
genius offered a shocking exploration of masochistic violence 
and sexual voyeurism. In Wonderful, Wonderful Times 
(Serpent's Tail, £7.99), her exorbitant vision swarrns through 
late Fifties Vienna, where dark and dangerous forces agitate 
beneath the becalmed surface of Austria's post-war economic 
affluence. Her astonishing novel centres on the lives of a gang 
of four winklepickered teenagers with a penchant for 
meaningless violence. 

With all the stark 
immediacy of Burgesss A 
Clockwork Orange, Jelinek 
weaves a spell that is both 
enchanting and terrifying. 
The gang ts led by Rainer 
Maria Witkowski, a disciple of 


Self-Help, had an earlier version of this reviewer reaching for 
the word ‘magnificent’ in Roget's and spewing out derivatives 
while making noises Stephen King never dreamed of. I'm not 
so easily impressed these days. However, after reading her new 
collection, Like Life (Faber, £12.99), I felt compelled to pick 
our relephone numbers from the directory at random and ring 
up total strangers to tell them abour it. А certain Mr Smethurst 
from Cheadle interrupted me to ask if I was attracted to men 
with beards and speech impediments, A particular Mrs 
Roussos from Barcelona appeared to be listening to Bobby 
Crush's Singalong album when I called. Her English was 
unpolished to say the least but I did catch the phrase, "three 
French ticklers in my bottom drawer". Between you and me, 1 
think I'll be trying out this experiment again at the earliest 
available opportunity. 

So, with Self-Help, Moore offered an upbeat, resonant 
guide to survival in the modern urban mélée. Her supple, 
elegant stories tendered none of the bleak determinisın or 
grim detachment beloved of so many of her contemporaries. 
Her concerns were far 
removed from the mundane 
and mediocre. Нег brief 
scenarios were crowded with 
post-feminist tragediennes, all 
bruised and buffeted, but 
beautifully bold. Her stories 
possessed more raw nerve 


de Sade and Camus, and his 
twin sister, Anna, whose 
motto 16: "Everything has to 
be destroyed. And nothing 
built up again afterwards." 
Their thirst for cruelty and 
destruction is mirrored in the 
presence of their father, a one- 
legged ex-Nazi who divides 
his leisure time between taking 
degrading pornographic 
photos of his wife and beating 
the shit ош of his children. 
"Just wait “ril we're bigger,” 
whisper the bairns, “we'll do 
the same to you, and worse.” 
Now that’s what Г call a 
promise. 

Together with Hans, whose 
father was a victim of Herr 
Witkowskis death factories 


number among these g ea onohe some sown ends 


= ا ص‎ jy de طم‎ echanics and shopkeepers from modern 
Naples. Highly recommended, 

THE REAL FRANK ZAPPA BOOK by Frank Zappa with Peter 
RO dive a сода u might expect. a typically bizarre 

work, something like a cross a rock autobiography and 


‚one of those strange comedy books Spike Milligan used to write, 


Zappa dishes up Sortes anecdotes, tilts at vanous institutional 
windmills, and voices ms thoughts on Me, family, culture, music, 
| aphy and more in turns amusing, frustrating, even 
thought-provoking. but consistently entertaimng. 


MAKE ME AN OFFER/A KID FOR TWO FARTHINGS by Wolf 
Mankowitz (Andre Deutsch) Re-publicanon of two early 
novellas by the author and sereermwiiter, whose first great success 


| with a slum boy who finds a 
goat in an m East Ed meret ne Gehe It to be à unicorn, is just a 
litte cloying. The reprint безіп with the hardback publication of 
Малісомит2 5 latest, Exguisie Caolavers". 


ends, startling perceptions and 
lashings of wry humour than 
any remotely sane being could 
resist. In fact, her formula was 
so astonishingly effective that 
you might expect her second 
collection to provide more of 
the same. 

Norso. In Like Life, Moore 
stalks a terrain that is every bit 
as distinctive as her previous 
collections, but her prose is 
richer, more refined, more 
commanding. In "Two Boys, 
for example, her protagonist, 
Mary, is involved with two 
теп at once, but remains 
unsatisfied. She desires a third, 
a synthesis of the other two, 
comprising all their virtues 
and none of their deficiencies, 





during the war, and Sophie, a 
rich brat intent on subverting 
her bourgeois upbringing, the 
Witkowski gang roam the streets of Vienna bidding to delete 
the romantic illusions and smug normality of its inhabitants 
by means of hysterical 
spontaneous violence, Jelinek 
builds up to ап explosive 
climax where the four young 
seditionaries are themselves 
undone by the intransigent 
forces of love, greed and 
madness. With an 
extraordinary power, Jelinek 
has crafted another awesome 
portrait of the modern city 
overwhelmed by the turmoil 
of its past and petrified by the 
horror of its future, 
Discomforting in the extreme, 
bur truly essential reading. 
LORRIE MOORE is an old 
favourite of this column. Her 
1986 short story collection, 





She ends up with just the 
memory of the mythical third. 
In “The Jewish Hunter’, her 
heroine falls in love with a Jew whose idea of post-coital 
relaxation is to curl up with a good concentration camp video. 

So many short story collections that arrive from America 
these days read like series of exercises for submission to a 
creative writing course, Moore is a notable exception. Her 
own stories brim over with tension, wisdom, emotion and 
pathos. Like Life is, well, full of lite. 

Paperback of the season is surely E LDOCTOROW: Billy 
Bathgate (Picador, £3.50). One of the most celebrated novels of 
the last year, it marks Doctorow’s return to the America of the 
Depression era that formed the backdrop to World's Fair, the 
work which ensured his international reputation. 

Billy, the narrator, a 15-year-old Bronx boy, catches the eye 
of the legendary gangster, Dutch Schultz, by juggling eggs 
and oranges on the sidewalk, and thus becomes appointed 
apprentice to his gang of hoodlums at a time when their once 
great empire is in decline. Billy is then swept into an unknown 
world of savage violence and unimaginable glamour. He is 
álso, eventually, swept into the arms of Drew Preston, Dutch 
Schultz's beautiful moll. 


Doctorow draws the reader througb a mythical landscape of № 





1 It cant possibly 
be the packaging that 


sells Wild Turkey So it 


must be the name. 
Mustnt it? 





print 










A Black Swan Original de 
МОРТ MO TUE 
ANOTHER FUNT NÜDOER 
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>» Thirties America, blurring the lines between fact and fiction, THE МАН WHO EATS COOKED SNEAKEAS 
history and myth, offering a startling immediacy of observa- 
tion. As the hoodlums cut throats and drop bodies from boats 


with a little concrete to help them on their way, Billy simply 


An insanely funny novel by 


WILLIAM KOTZWINKLE 


watches. He observes the events around him with ап almost 
stoic detachment, taking in every fine detail, every last 
wretched twist of fate, learning to accept everything and save 


MICHAEL HERR 


Despite the fifteen years since Michael Herr finished work on Dispatches — 
the best and most famous book to come out of the Vietnam War — the 
conflict still casts a shadow over the author in the form of a convulsive facial 
tic. Leaving the US in 1980 to escape the constant attention of Vietnam buffs, 
Herr, now living in London, is still! besieged by enquiries every time a war 
novel or movie appears. Since Dispatches, he has worked on two of the best 
Vietnam movies, as screenwriter for Kubrick's Full Metal Jacket and as a 
consultant on Coppola's Apocalypse Now. Five years ago he collaborated 
with painter Guy Peellaert on The Big Room, a collection of portraits of 
famous Americans including Nixon, Elvis, Sinatra, FDR and Walter Winchell. 

Walter who? Well, Winchell was a notorious gossip columnist and 
journalistic demagogue of the Forties and Fifties who, at the height of his 
fame, commanded an obsessively loyal following of 50 million American 
readers. After failing to make a career in show business, he turned to 
newspapers and radio, rising to become one of the most powerful men of 





his time, before the age of television precipitated his dramatic decline. 
Mysteriously, he has been practically written out of history. 

Winchell's rise and fall is now the subject of Herr's new book. Walter 
Winchell started off life as a screenplay and evolved into what Herr calls "а 
prose-screen novel". 

"You could call it a screenplay that's typed like a novel," he explains. "It 
reads like a novel but plays like a movie. Maybe it's just a novel with a camera 
in it. А novel that's deeply informed by the movies. Its real reference is the 
newspaper movies of the Thirties and Forties. It's got that sort of energy and 
expression. The way things turned out, | felt that | would rather take my 
chances with a reader and give the reader the final cut." 

Herr explains that, although most Americans under 40 have never heard 
of Winchell, he is still a potent memory for those who grew up reading and 
listening to him. "Forty years on, | can still remember that voice on the radio. 
When! was alittle kid, he was such a household icon. Thestory of Winchell is 
one of the great American stories. In the book, | think it's clear that | dig him 
although he's a shit. | love the sheer Americanness of that life. | love it so 
much that, even though | know that Winchell was a monster, | love him for 
the sheer energy of that life. 

"He knew he was gonna fall. He had known very few people who hadn't 
fallen. There was a new generation and a new medium that finished him off. 
He was the classic example of a user that gets used. He got used like a tissue 
paper and then discarded. You can go so far to the top... then you fall off the 
mountain. The only place to go is down. Winchell got what he deserved. А 
lot of people were real glad to see him get it. But, God, how they missed him 
when he was gone. They said that, even after his death, there were plenty of 
people around who were still afraid of Walter Winchell." © JON WILDE 
Walter Winchell s published by Chatto & Windus on September 17th, priced £12.99 
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the questions for later. “It 
was not a universe of love 
they lived in,” he decides, 
"fucking and killing as chey 
did. It was a large, empty 
resounding adulthood 
booming with terror." 

Yet Billy, like Huck Finn 
before him, seeks wonder, 
beauty and love in the most 
hazardous and grotesque 
experience, using his ш- 
genuity to save his own 
bacon and seizing his 
chance when it comes. It is 
an enthralling adventure, 
unpurdownable to che end. 
For once, Doctorow’ 
achievement meets his 
reach. Hell, he even throws 
in a happy ending for good 
measure. Then again. | 
might be lying, just to keep 
vou on your toes, That's 
the kind of man I am. My 
friends са! me Blind 
Lemon Wilde. 

Which brings me neatly 
to PETER GURALNICK s 
Searching for Robert Johnson 
(Secker, £9.95). It is said 
that every man has a story 
to tell about che first time 
they heard the music of 
Robert Johnson, I am na 
exception. My own is a 
kind of sequel ta last 
month's tale about the man 





SATAN 
MADE 277 
ME SAW 
MY SISTER 
IN HALF 


with the puppy in his pram. Back in the summer of '69, | was 
walking along the promenade of a South Wales beach, on my 
way to kick up a stink about a mealy toffee-apple [ had just 
procured, Just as I reached the toffee-apple vendor, who bore а 
passing resemblance to Marty Feldman, I heard the violent rip 
of Johnson's ‘Stones in My Passway' issue from a nearby 
window. Legend has it that I consigned che chancy toffee- 
apple to the oblivion of a nearby dustbin and stood around to 
listen, knowing that my life would never be the same again. 
Just another story of the blues of coursc. Yet, like all blues 
stories, it contains the unfathomable mystery that 1s the shape 
and nature of the blues itself. Іп his preciously slim volume, 
Guralnick recalls the breathless rush of emotion һе ex- 
perienced the first ume he heard Robert Johnson's King of the 
Delta Blues Singers, a shock of recognition which has led to 
this attempt to dig out the truth from the trail of fable, hearsay, 
tall tales and superstition that makes up the Robert Johnson 
legend, the most mysterious of all the blues stories. Although 
Guralnick s prose lacks the electric charge that Greil Marcus 
has previously brought to bear on the subject (check out the 
Johnson chapter in Mystery Train), he does offer the most 
comprehensive study yet о Johnsons life and times. In a story 
full of maybes and maybe nots, Guralnick journeys around 





rather than through the mythology, piecing together the spare 
details known about Johnson's life, from his birth in 1911 to his 
death in 1938 ac the hand of a jealous lover. Along the way, 
Guralnick examines the influences 
on and legacy of his music, The 
myth remains luminously elusive, 
which is just as it should be. Woke up 
this morning and Robert Johnson 
was gone. Good and gone. 

To take us to bed this month 
("Sleep faster, we need the pil- 
lows!”), WILLIAM KOTZWINKLE's 
The Midnight Examiner (Black 
Swan, £4.99) che latest roar of 
inspired lunacy from the author of 
such cult bestsellers as The Fan Man 
and Dr Rat, Those among you who 
are irresistibly drawn to the kind of 
newspapers that boast headlines like 
ARAB WOMAN MARRIES CAMEL 
and CRAZED HUSBAND EATS 
WIFE'S GERBILS will welcome this 
story of trash mag deviants who 
become embroiled with a blood- 
thirsty mafioso. It's enough to make 
а cat laugh. Between you and me, 
there's times when 1 think I did take 
that job in rhe circus... @ 
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а rare pleasure. Like the Kingfisher it is created with an inner 


strength based on patience, observation and contemplation 


INSTILLED WITH INNER STRENGTH 





music 


Compare and contrast the following two extracts: a) "My blood's so mad, feels 





- 


Andy Darling 
on the crazy world of 
language 


like coagulatin' / I’m sittin’ here just contemplatin’ / You can't 
twist the truth, it knows no regulation / And a handful of 
senators don't bring legislation / When human respect is 
disintegratin' / This whole crazy world is just too frustratin"" 
(‘Eve of Destruction’, Barry McGuire). 

b) "Here in the shadows is where we stand / Watching lad y, 
watching man / Reading the pictures as they roll / We see che 
planet lose control / Hothead! Evolution! Nonstop evolut- 
ion! / Hothead! Evolution! Nonstop evolution!” Hothead’, 
Duran Duran). 

Yes it's daft, The symbiosis of words and music should 
never be thus cleft. Most of us already know the Dylan 
manqué arrangement of ‘Eve of Destruction’, one of twenty 
standards on SUMMER OF LOVE (Dino Records), but none of 
you will yet have heard the new DURAN DURAN LP Liberty 
(ЕМІ), on which ‘Hothead’ resides. If, however, we were to 
persist with the English Lit approach, we might seek out 
further evidence from past works by the respective artists. On 
Barry McGuire we draw a blank. A veritable one-hit wonder, 
wham-bam thank you whoops is that the time? Bearing this in 





mind, perhaps the key word in the above passage is 


FIRST OFFENCE 
Just off the A666, which runs through the outskirts of Salford, lies Little 
Hulton — an unremarkable conurbation of little interest to man or beast. It's 
home to four unlikely lads, who are known collectively as First Offence, or to 
their hardcore following of fellow misanthropes as F/Off. 

“We're like an indie band, but we put our music together in a hip-hop 
way," says Billy Spiby, the group's main lyricist. "It's a bastardization of hip- 
hop," backs up rapper and mouthpiece Steve Harris, who raps the way һе 
talks; his rich Northern twang reminiscent of Terry Hall's ironic deadpan 
delivery. 

"Tell ‘em What You Like’, their first single, is a ten-minute offensive that 
features a bassline with a serious Oochy Koochy factor and also displays 





their flair for re-inventing new sounds from old rock records. With their 
extensive sampling library, which offers the best of The Doors, Zeppelin, 
Velvets, Pistols and AC/DC, combined with their attitude, “We hate 
everybody," it's as much a case of four young men looking back on Angus as 
back in anger. 

Managed for a while by the Happy Mondays' manager Nathan McGough, 
F/Off still manage to create controversy wherever they go. An interview on 
Manchester radio degenerated into a Bill Grundy-type situation following 
a heated discussion on the subject of social workers and positive 
discrimination as broached in their track 'Do Gooders'. "It's just that 
sometimes you feel that you have to have one leg to get anywhere round 
here," explains Billy. "That track's basically about those people who think 
they're helping minorities, but are only doing it to further their own careers 
and build their self-esteem." 

So, with their schooling in hip-hop, tough breaks and uncompromising 
lyrical content, could they perhaps be construed as a white Public Enemy? 
"Public Enema, more like." Whatever, they're threatening to wash away апу 
competition with the release of their first album, charmingly entitled 
Flowery Twats. Is this a possible statement on London's much hyped 
budding petals? "Flowered who?" they shout in unison, before expanding 
at length on a track from the album called And Who the Fuck Are You?’ © 
GRAHAM FITZGERALD 
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'trustratin , Perhaps this 
whole crazy world, and to 
be more precise, this whole 
crazy world of language. 
was indeed too much for 
ош man McGuire. Coagu- 
latin’, contemplatin’, regu- 
lation, legislation, disinte- 
gratin', frustratin , death. И 
could well have followed 
that pattern. You never see 
Barry McGuire on Sixties 
revival bills opening tor 
Leapy Lee and Tiny Tim. 
after all. From Duran 
Duran's chunky oeuvre we 
might pluck the thematic- 
ally linked gem “You say 
you're easy on me! You're 
about as casy as а nuclear 
war"! ('Please Please Tell 
Ме Now’, my exclamation 
marks) Clearly then the 
boys have always been 
aware of The Big Picture, 
so we can hardly accuse 
them of jumping on the 
eco-band wagon. 

They are guilty, how- 
ever, of producing the 





worst LP in the history of the gramophone. Above and beyond 
losing the plot, they have lost the rune. This could either mean 
that they hold melody as a pop confectionery device, some- 
thing they dallied with in their immature teenybop days, or 
that they are incapable of arranging the notes so that the 
general public will retain the pattern and whistle it the next 
day. In my darkest hours 1 
sometimes feel that this 
whole analysis game could 
be reduced to simply tick- 
ing the box marked. yes, 
this song has a catchy tune 
and a good beat, or the one 
marked no, ir doesn't. And 
don't tell anyone, but the 
ones that don't are always 
the best ro wax lyrical 
about. Summer of Love 
collects together all the 
high mercury late Sixties 
songs one knows but pro- 
bably doesn’t possess, 
from 'Califorina Dreamin’ and ‘Eight Miles High’ to 
‘Summer in the City’ and ‘Woodstock’. A predictable release 
and track choice. On four occasions, however, we are given 
rich pause for thought. ‘Eve of Destruction’ we've already 
noted; “Green Tambourine’ by The Lemon Pipers, it turns 
out, has the most bizarre jump-cut of an ending of any song 
ever. It’s plainly intended to sound like the magical green 
tambourine, this snatch of recording, but the source, unless 
I'm mistaken, is the belly of a seal thumped by a soup ladle. 
Queer, 

‘Something in the Air’ by Thunderclap Newman also 
boasts а jump-cut, this time in the middle. We've just had 
those marvellous lines invoking beautiful revolutionary 
struggle, and the guitar solo has hopped aboard a passing 
cloud, when suddenly Thunderclap forgets where he is and 
what he’s meant to be singing about and starts playing an early 
Chas & Dave composition on the piano. He soon shifts back 
into transcendental mode, so perhaps it was simply parody, in 
the days before pastiche, when you could mock the estab- 
lishment and simultaneously suggest a new alternative. And, 
as with Barry McGuire, where is Thunderclap Newman 
now? Perhaps he simply floated away, became something in 
the air as his voice so perfectly suggested. Or perhaps he's the 
conga player with Chas & Dave, earning his shilling keeping 
the beat to "There Ain't No Pleasin You’. 

And finally, Melanie. Her version of the Jagger/Richards 
composition ‘Ruby Tuesday’ is on Summer of Love and it’s as 
untamed as ever. Her soaring rasp of a voice is ideal for the 
song, just as Marianne Faithfull's blank bemusement was apt 
tor ‘As Tears Go By’. I heard recently chat Melanie had been 
spotted at the original font 
of new age, Fyndhorn, the 
commune in Scotland 
where the soil is so fertile it 
yields hypertrophic crops. 
“Will you look at the size of 
these whopping toma- 
toes!" Melanie is rumoured 
ro have been roaring. А 
postscript to Summer of 
Love. 

The penultimate track is 
the frankly — piss-poor 
"Delta Lady’ by Joe Cocker. 
This isn't the first time it’s 
cropped up on a putative 
best-of compilation. I re- 
member first encountering 
it on a very early K-Tel 
Twenty Golden 
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album, sandwiched uneasily between Dawn's ‘Tie a Yellow 
Ribbon and T Rex's ‘Hot Love’. How has this come abour? It 
haunts me, rather like Jeff Lynne does. Maybe once upon a 
time rhere was some computer error, resulting in Joe Cocker's 
record company having to pay the compilation labels, rather 
than vice-versa, when the track is used. That must be it! My 
imminent, painstakingly researched Cravats and Blusher: 
These Were the New Romantics’ collection will now include 
‘Delta Lady’ by Joe Cocker and I shall be quids in! 

This summer of love continues apace. Space (KLF) by 
SPACE is the album that proto-ambient housers The Orb 
never quite made, whar with their demise and all. The title and 
band moniker is spot on; play it back to back with the even 
better Whar Time Is Love (KLF) by KLF, and the even better 
than char Come Together (Creation) by PRIMAL SCREAM. 
Come Together, when I received it, had bur two mixes, one by 
Terry Farley which features a fair whack of singing from 
Primals frontman Bobby Gillespie and maps our a transition- 
free course from The Velvet Underground to Adeva, and the 
other, by Andy Weatherall, which seems to have erased all 
presence of the band. There's a pleasing geometry to thar. The 
band are so heavily into being cool, that it’s as though they've 


frozen themselves out. They can be there on Top of the Pops, of 





PRIMAL SCREAM 


Hrumph. So much for freedom to party. Those Mancunian purists 808 State 
recently berated Primal Scream for what they perceived as Johnny-come- 
lately bandwagon-hopping, the evidence being the Top Twenty Andy 
Weatherall dance remix of ‘Loaded’. Primal Scream had, until that point, 
been an archetypal indie pop band and subsequently an archetypal dirty- 
white-boy rock combo; they had not been a dance band. In response, Primals 
frontman Bobby Gillespie simply claimed that his band had always been 
about transcendence as opposed to genre. While the pragmatists will, 
perhaps rightly, attest that it's not how long you've been doing something 
but how good you are at it, the picture becomes clearer when one realizes 
that Primal Scream are in fact about traces. Their earliest days were littered 
with proselytizing about the perfect Chelsea boot, the perfection of Arthur 
Lee's "Love', early Velvet Underground, correctly cut leather trousers et al. 
And now, with the house remix, they can deploy the lot, all in one fell swoop. 
Notthat 'Come Together' — Weatherall mix one side, Terry Farley on the flip 
— issimply a mathematical acknowledgment of those sources. Every trace is 
integral to the whole, and Primal Scream the band are certainly present and 
correct on the Farley mix. Their home, Creation Records, has several more 
gems due this autumn, notably an LP by Love Corporation. Finally, perhaps, 
as black and white musics loosen up, we'll have culture in its chemical sense: 
the interbreeding of micro-organisms. Just like yoghurt, really. For now, 
Salman Rushdie's call for mongrel art for we mongrel people never sounded 
so cool. @ ANDY DARLING 
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course, but thev're so cool 
they don't actually need to 
do anything. Thats cool. 
Or its humans being 


usurped by machines, if 


you're feeling sour. 

But what of rock music, 
new rock music? Frankly, 
Гуе had digiculey paying 
attention to any four-four 
twelve bar this month. 
This is because an 18-year- 
old illusion has been shat- 
tered by BRUCE DICKIN- 
SON. As an infant hearing 
Mott the Hoople's version 
of ‘All the Young Dudes’, | 
became convinced that lan 
Hunter was singing: * Tele- 
vision man 1s Crazy, Says 
we re a juvenile delinquent 
race / Oh man, | need TV 
when I got T Rex." This 
was perfect. [ couldn't wait 
to hit double figures and 
become one of the juvenile 
delinquenr race. I loved the 
sleazeball delivery, the way 





THE GLOVE Blue Sunshine (Polydor) 

Originally released in 1983, Blue Sunshine finds The Cure's Robert 
Smith, Banshee Steve Severin and vocalist Jeanette Landry running 
through the usual supergroup workout. A potpourri of early 
Eighties pop textures, its rerelease only serves ta remind us that a 
qynaecaleatcal approach ta love 'n stuff should be confined to the 
drawing board. АЙ involved have produced far better individually 
since. 

DAVE STEWART AND THE SPRITUAL COWBOYS Dave 
Stewart and the Spiritual Cowboys (RCA) 

Oh lawks, The press release finds Eurythmic Stewart spouting all 
sorts of addled rubbish about his Decent Ordinary Bloke existence, 
but the record surprisingly manages to transcend such 

Some nice, lush tunes, particularly Jack Talking’ and ‘Love Shines А 
Built to go from his heart to your coffee table and back to his bank 
account. Dave Stewart is very rich. 


VARIOUS The Sound of Cooltempo (Cooltempo) 

А fine compilation bringing together some of the least grating 

dance tracks of the past few months. Innocence's Pink Floyd- 
“soaked ‘Natural Thing’ and K-'r-Zes “Stomp are best of the eleven 

selections, although only Kid "М Play's neutered '2 Hype 

disappoints. 


SCOTT WALKER Boychild (Fontana) 

Walker's post-Walker Brothers solo work between 1967 and 1970 
was one of pon's most satisfying periods. Latchinq an awesomely 
affecting voice onto a series of deneptively weighty songs, he never 
failed те dehgnt. On ‘Montague Terrace tin Glue)’ and "Such a Small 
Love’ in particular, һе sends shivers to the hardest of hearts. 
Magnificent. 


Compiled by Paul Mathur 


there was no need to use proper rhymes; race and Rex. Now, 
out of my teens, I hear Bruce Dickinson's simulacrum of the 
song, and how does it go? Why, "Television man is crazy, says 
we're juvenile delinquent wrecks / Oh man, I need TV when! 
got T Rex." Its a mighty difference. To think that I was alone 
in anticipating a universal teen gang that was heavily into non- 
rhymes. The sky has indeed fallen. 

There ts an excellent rock LP this month, nevertheless. It's 
by the PIXIES and ics called Bossanova (4AD). Where your 
English bands, be they Primal Scream or newcomers Helter 
Skelter (debur LP Consume, on Island), dress the part, play the 
part, act the part and perform the part of cool, and thus 
invariably come across as pure goon, your Americans like The 
Pixies revel in their fatness and cack-handedness. Black 
Francis, leader of the band, is a porky chap with slap-on lard 
tor a neck, who sweats like a pig carrying a couple of extra 
pounds, and the music his band purveys is so jaw-clenchingly 
right that a friend of mine had a foaming-at-the-mouth fu 
while listening to the last LP Doolittle, Bossanova is a winner 
from the offset, its name evoking thoughts of Elvis Presley 5 
stupendously gauche "Bossa Nova Baby’. Yes it’s reminiscent 
of The Velvet Underground, yes it intercuts boy and girl 
harmonies, and yes the lyries are basically geek existential, but 
it can still engender extreme jaw-clenching in its listeners. On 
initial hearing, Bossanova doesn't quite seem up to the 
standard of last year's opus Doolittle. 
That was one mighty geek exis- 
tential record. Oddly, every time I 
was given а lift anywhere, it seemed 
Doolittle, side one in particular, was 
on the car tape player. Mayors, 
sportsmen, dentists, every time the 
same story, Indeed, a rop politician | 
was due to interview recently 
arrived some forty-five minutes 
late. "Awfully sorry," he gushed. 
"Had to stop the car in a lay-by. [ was 
listening го side one of the Pixies LP 
when I had a foaming-at-the-mouth 
fit! And who should come past but 
that pop singer Melanie! Singing Joe 
Cockers ‘Delta Lady" With a 
basketful of large tomatoes!" @ 
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THEY RE 
DAYS AWAY 
FROM 
A KISS 
THEY LL 
NEVER 
FORGET. 


it’s funky 
it’s meliow 
it’s jazzy 
it’s hard 
it’s dancey 
it’s cool 
it’s september 1 

it’s kiss 


plant one right here 


Bae 
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As far as the eye can see, the grapevines march in 
soldierly rows, out across California's Napa Valley and along the flanks of the wooded hills that shield the home and 
property of Francis Ford Coppola. On this 1,500-acre estate, Coppola presides over the cultivation and making of fine 
red wine. Yet to the rest of the world, Francis Coppola — he dropped 
the Ford in 1977 in the belief that people didn't trust a man with three 
names — is a name that belongs in modern Hollywood legend. It is 
synonymous with spectacular success — The Godfather, for example, 
almost twenty years after its making, is still one of the fifteen most 
successful films ever — but also with such disasters as The Cotton Club 
as well as some of the most spectacular financial woes ever to rock the 
movie industry. 

On a cloudless day in September 1989 in the Napa Valley, the 
crushing of the grapes has already begun in a winery that fills the 
lower half of an elderly wooden building on the estate. Above the 
winery stand two storevs of books and equipment dear to the heart of 
the 51-year-old director. His first-floor library comprises thousands of 
volumes on everything from botany to social history, trom travel to the 
byways of criminal and aberrant behaviour. Legions more lie hidden 
away in storage waiting for the moment when the library can invade 
the rest of the building, and resident winemaker Steve Beresini can be 
consigned to a brand-new winery nearby. Upstairs is a private № 
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Richard Gere In Tha Cotton Club 


p screening room where state-of-the-art soared, with Paramount remaining 


sound consoles save Coppola's 
technicians the long commute into 
San Francisco. 

Confidential screen tests апа 
rehearsals for The Godfather Part Ш are 
in progress. Al Pacino takes a phone 
call on the porch of the Coppola's 
elegant wood-framed house. Diane 
Keaton, Pacinos current girlfriend 
and co-star in the new movie, arrives 
in her own car and casts around 
uncertainly for the ‘stage’ where Coppola is at work. Around the side 
of the hause, near the chicken-run, veteran actor Eli Wallach strolls 
with a couple of colleagues, while inside staffers deal with the 
incipient problems that accompany the pre-production of any movie. 

Meanwhile, at the end of the trail which snakes through a cleftin the 
hills to the stage — a rectangular wooden barn, mutfled with 
insulating wool — the mood is growing tense. Several pages of script 
have been wrongly typed overnight, and Coppola finds he can't start 
rehearsing for more than two hours. Even then the scenes fail to jell. 
Coppola climbs into a station wagon and charges back down the trail 


“To me, the term ‘Mafia’ doesn't refer to 
membership of the Italian club, but to the 
highest levels of power operating on their 
own clandestine terms. What would happen 
if the Corleones, as they grew bigger and 
more legitimate, ran into the real Mafia, in 
the White House or wherever?” 


to the bungalow he keeps as a writing den, slamming the door behind 
him with significant emphasis. Dusk falls, and a light appears in the 
bungalow, as Coppola and Mario Puzo labour on rewrites for the next 
day's rehearsal. It's not acrisis. It's only another problem to be solved. 


Francis Coppola thrives on crises. The Godfather 


Part Ш would seem to be the perfect escape from all his financial 
problems, but in the nine months since those September rehearsals 
even that project has turned into an all-consuming leviathan. Winona 
Ryder, cast as Michael Corleone' daughter, Mary, suffered a nervous 
breakdown almost as soon as she landed in Rome last December to 
begin filming. She was flown home and — in a move which initially 
created considerable tension among the cast and crew — was replaced 
by Coppola's own daughter, Sofia. Week by week, the film lurched 
behind schedule. A spring preview in Seattle had to be postponed 
(principal photography was completed only on May 25th). Thebudget 
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silent about rumours of $70 million, 
maybe even $100 million by the time 
promotion and advertising costs are 
added to the launch this coming 
Christmas. 

The movie looms as a crucial mile- 
stone for both Coppola апа 
Paramount. If it flops, then Coppola 
will almost certainly never again 
enjoy the freedom to indulge his 
ambitious screen fantasies. He could 
lose everything he owns, including his beloved Napa Valley 
vineyards. Paramount — bloodied in the unsuccessful struggle with 
Time-Warner for control of the world's biggest movie/media empire in 
1989, and currently in the embarrassing glare of an investigation 
resulting from Art Buchwald's suit against the company for allegedly 
having ripped off his idea for Eddie Murphy's Coming to America — 
also badly needs a megahit. 

For more than fourteen years, Coppola shrugged off the studio's 
pleas for him to make another sequel to the Mafia saga that had reaped 
a worldwide harvest of more than $700 million. Even as late as 
November 1987, he dismissed any 
thought of returning to Paramount 
to do a Godfather Part Ш: "Because | 
know that if I had to do it, | would 
just take the story and tell it again, 
which is what they do on these 
sequels. l'm really notinterested in 
gangsters anymore." [nstead the 
studioinvestigated other possibili- 
ties. At one stage, Sylvester 
Stallone was set to direct and star 
in a second sequel. 

So what changed Coppola's 
mind? His wife, Eleanor, laughs 
and says, "They made him an offer 
he couldn't refuse!" Behind the 
banter, Coppola has indeed been 
under enormous financial pressure in recent years. At the heart of this 
is a $3 million loan from Canadian multi-millionaire Jack Singer, 
which saved Coppola in early 1981 when his Las Vegas romance, One 
From the Heart, ballooned over budget. A dispute over its repayment 
has never been satisfactorily resolved, and when successive court 
rulings were handed down against Coppola in late 1989 and early 1990 
for repayment plus interest, it was clear that without the prospect of 
massive fees from somewhere, һе and his Zoetrope Studios in бап 
Francisco were doomed to punitive bankruptcy. 

Coppola held one trump card. Everyone in the industry recognized 
that it was his vision and grandiose direction that had created the 
Godfather myth. Not Brando, whose ageing Don Vito had dominated 
the first film; not Pacino, whose Michael had matured into a lethal 
monster in Part II; not even the music of Nino Rota — but Coppola, 
who had mixed such a heady cocktail of violence, betrayal and family 
intrigue. 
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Francis Coppola 
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> Frank Mancuso, head of 
Paramount, finally saw that Coppola 
would have to do a Part ІП on his own 
terms or not at all. The studio gave 
Zoetrope a token $40,000 to prepare a 
"feasibility study", with suggestions 
for casting, the shooting schedule and 
the cost of production. Paramount 
accepted the terms (with Coppola 
reputedly getting several million 
dollars plus a share of the gross), and 
in August 1989 Coppola and novelist 
Mario Puzo began to work on the screenplay. 


m 
Like Orson Welles, Coppola cuts a larger-than-life figure. Not as 
tall as Welles, but almost as imposing at 250 lbs, he contrives to appear 
at once unfit and bursting with energy. The distinctive beard, grown 
during the shooting of The Rain People in 1968, sets him apart from the 
average Hollywood director. 

So too do the tales of his legendary excesses. When union leaders 
visited Coppola to protest about his choice of cinematographer 
Vittorio Storaro, who was working as a foreigner in Hollywood, for 
One From the Heart, the director seized a chair, smashed several 
windows in his office and threatened to take the film to an Italian 
studio. The shocked officials, all neat in business suits, were forced to 
back down. 


"Whenever you make something unusual, it 
doesn't succeed, unless it really is the 
greatest work of its kind. People do not 
want unusual films, and | like to make 


"a 
- 


unusual films 


l'resumably they were already familiar with the lurid tales which 
surrounded the three-year production of Apocalypse Now, the film 
which established Coppola's reputation as a director of mythic and 
megalomaniac proportions. The popular story was that, on location 
deep in the jungles of the Philippines, the borderline between the 
phantasmagoric quality of the finished film and the atmosphere on- 
set had become increasingly blurred. The crew had become Coppola's 
own private army, with Coppola himself assuming the role of crazed 
Colonel Kurtz while the budget spiralled upwards. 

Yet add a typhoon that wrecked some of the film's major sets, a heart 
attack that sidelined Martin Sheen for six weeks, and Marlon Brando's 
obesity (which cramped the style of the final scenes), and it's clear that 
only a brilliant maverick like Coppola could have retained a hold on 
his original concept of the picture. 

Neither genius nor madman, Coppola knows how to laugh at his 
own tics. Іп 1986 he directed a segment of NBC's Saturday Night Live 
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which emerged as a biting satire on 
the making of Apocalypse Now. In 
precise imitation of the film, the 
opening shot of the sketch shows 
Martin Sheen, head inverted, reciting 
in à bored, spaced-out monotone: 
"Hollywood — I could hardly believe I 
was still in Hollywood." 

When a studio executive orders him 
to track down Coppola on location 
and "terminate the production of 
Apocalypse Now — with extreme 
prejudice”, Sheen finds himself face to face with a true-to-life version 
of his director, played by Bill Murray. Scratching his right ear with his 
left hand like a thoughtful simian, and tugging reflectively at his 
beard, Murray's Coppola catches precisely that blend of indecision 
and improvisational brilliance that colours the director's career. 

Such a sketch also gives the clue to the hit-and-miss nature of 
Coppola's work. Few would deny the stature of The Godfather movies, 
The Conversation or Apocalypse Now. But scattered in between are such 
disappointments as One From the Heart, The Outsiders and Peggy Sue Got 
Married. Sure, Kathleen Turner's performance in Peggy Sue earned her 
an Oscar nomination, but the brutal truth is that Coppolas heart was 
not committed to such films, Even One From the Heart blew up a nice 
little fantasy into a showcase for Zoetrope's gadgetry, 

Four years after Apocalypse Now, Coppola found himself embroiled 
in another nightmare production. The 
Cotton Club had been developed as a 
property by Robert Evans, the man 
who, ав production chief of 
Paramount in 1971, had originally 
brought in Coppola to direct The 
Godfather. With The Cotton Club, 
however, Evans chose to produce the 
film independently. To finance the 
production, he wheeled and dealed 
with all manner of real-life gangsters, 
gamblers and the wealthy of many 
races and persuasions, among them Arab arms dealer Adnan 
Khashoggi and Las Vegas hotel-owners Ed and Fred Doumani. When 
one of the backers, vaudeville impresario Roy Radin, was found dead 
in a canyon, Evans was even implicated in the murder although 
subsequently cleared of all suspicion. 

Coppola responded bravely to the challenge of taking over this folly 
in mid-flight. His own financial circumstances were so appalling after 
the commercial disasters of One From the Heart and Rumble Fish that he 
could hardly resist the $500,000 fee for reworking the screenplay. 
Evans agreed not only to this, but also to a further $2.5 million 
payment to Coppola for directing the picture, But with shooting in 
progress, The Cotton Clubs budget started to fall apart as backers tried 
to pull out. Costs had to be cut. But instead they increased. 
Meanwhile, Coppola's own American Express card was withdrawn as 
a result of his personal financial position and he seemed to spend as 
much time talking to his lawyers as to his actors. 
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REX FEATURES 


Al Pacino on set 


The tension finally snapped after 
six weeks of filming. "Who needs 
this?" Coppola stormed at Evans. "It's 
not my picture. You need me; I don't 
need you." He flew to London, 
refusing to return until Evans began 
paving his fees, Coppola’s talent for 
improvisation has always seen him 
through the worst straits, however. 
According to Gregory Hines, "We 
would rehearse a scene and be ready 
to shoot and he'd come on the set and 
say, 'We don't have a scene here." Furniture would be rearranged, 
lines amended, and Coppola would tell his actors what to feel rather 
than say. "But then you'd see the scene come together,” asserts Hines, 
"We just trusted him." 


Many of the clues to Coppola's personality — and to his unique 
compatibility with The Godfather syndrome — can be found in his 
family background. Both his grandfathers came from southern Italy, 
and sailed for the United States around the turn of the century. The 
stories from their youth were handed down for years through the 
family — "wonderful tales," says Coppola, "of bandits and murder for 
the honour of the sister, and the whole mythology of the family". 

Family ties govern much of Coppola's screen work. Brothers abound 
— in The Godfather, Rumble Fish, The Cotton Club, and The Godfather Part 
ПІ. Incidents from his own childhood emerge in The Conversation 
(when Gene Hackman recalls his bout with polio as a small boy), Tucker 
(Carmine Coppola had been one of the original investors in Tucker 
stock), and throughout the Godfather movies. Family loyalties 
conflicting with the materialist greed of the New World — this theme 
gives Coppola's cinema its abiding richness and tension. 

"At the bottom line," says Coppola's wife Eleanor, "Francis is very 
conservative. He is a family man with old-fashioned Italian values, 
such as maintaining vour wife, your family and your children. | 
believe that underlying theme is something he himself cannot escape 
from. He is radical and innovative in his work, but not in his family 
life." 

Sometimes this loyalty to the family assumes nepotistic 
proportions. When Winona Ryder quit The Godfather Part Ш, Coppola 
cast his 19-year-old daughter, Sofia, in the part, against the advice of 
even his closest associates. He launched the career of his nephew 
Nicolas Cage by giving hima role in Rumble Fish. His sister, Talia Shire, 
has starred in all three Godfather productions. His father, Carmine 
Coppola, has scored the music for the Godfather sequels as well as three 
other films by Francis. His son, Roman, works at Zoetrope' offices in 
San Francisco. 

His greatest hopes were pinned on his elder son, Gian-Carlo, who 
began assisting his father while still in his teens, earning an Associate 
Producer credit on The Outsiders, But in the summer of 1986, Gio was 
killed in a terrible boating accident during a break in filming in 
Coppola's Gardens of Stone. 

Coppola reacted to Gio's loss with despair and disbelief. He kept 
working on the film, which carries an elegiac charge despite a 





mediocre screenplay about the Old 
Guard burying the dead in Arlington 
National Cemetery during the 
Vietnam era. For more than a year, he 
refused to talk about the tragedy. "I've 
always had the teeling that whatever 
movie I worked on, my own life would 
be part of it,” he told me in September 
1989, "Like a twilight zone. So many 
things that happened on Apocalypse 
reflected the story and the characters, 
and then to do a movie about the 
burying of young boys, a continuous ceremony of that, and then to 
find out that my own young boy would die right in the midst of it, and 
the ceremony would be in the same chapel where we shot a similar 
scene in Gardens of Stone... 1 began asking about priorities, how 
important is anything? What's important is to walk outside and see 
this field [on his estate in Napa] and see the cows and try to be as much a 
part of all that as you can be, rather than spinning your wheels to find 
$30 million and build a new studio." 


The Godfather Part Ш opens in 1979, with а white- 
haired Michael Corleone negotiating with the Vatican effectively to 
launder some $600 million, thus achieving at a single stroke the 
respectability for the family's loot that almost six decades of crime had 
denied to the Corleones. But Michael is betrayed by old friends, 
outmanoeuvred by shrewd bankers and provoked by the rash 
instincts of his nephew Vincent. As the Pope lies dying, which 
threatens to upset the deal between Michael and the Vatican, his 
enemies launch an attack on him in Sicily. . . 

At ease in a small restaurant in Rome's Trastevere quarter, after a 
busy Saturday in the middle of production, Coppola emphasizes that 
"thereis alot of hope in this new screenplay, which | believe is stronger 
than what Mario and I wrote for the other two. The Godfather Part ПІ 
deals with this kind of American family that functions almost like 
royalty. Sometimes the younger members are more into the past than 
the future, and sometimes the older folk are concerned more with the 
future than the past. 

"When you talk about money in some stories," he continues, "it may 
be the microfilm that the Russians wanna buy, or some thriller 
involving twenty pounds of heroin. I was more curious about pure 
wealth, pure power, on a much grander scale. That's why 1 was turned 
off by previous Godfather III scripts that had been written involving the 
world cocaine trade. 

“Michael Corleone's instincts were always to be legitimate, so it 
would be odd now, when he's almost in the King Lear period of his life, 
if his prime aim and purpose were not indeed to become legitimate. 
The result is a very classical piece, in the tradition of a Shakespeare 
play.” 

More than anything else, the new film steps away from the 
traditional associations that go with the idea of the Mafia. 

“То me," says Coppola, "the term ‘Mafia’ doesn't reter to 
membership of the Italian club, but to the highest levels of power 


operating on their own clandestine terms. What would happen, | № 
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> asked myself, if the 
Corleones, as they grew 
bigger and more legitimate, 
ran into the real Mafia, 
whether that be in the White 
House or the Quirinal or 
wherever. We found 
ourselves involved in some 
extremely rich research into 
the history of the past ten or 
twelve years, and then we 
fictionalized our existing 
characters into that material.” 

Yetassembling the project was itself an almost superhuman task. As 
soon as Coppola had agreed to tackle the film, he set about calling 
together his production team. According to Tom Luddy, a 
longstanding Zoetrope executive, speaking before production began, 
"His attitude is that he didn't make The Godfather movies by himself, 
and so now he wants to reassemble as many of the original team as 
possible." 

With Pacino and Keaton already on board, the one other member of 
the original cast who Coppola dearly wanted to participate was Robert 
Duvall. But during the intervening years, Duvall had become a 
leading star and felt reluctant to join The Godfather again as a mere 
family lawyer, He requested a fee of $3.5 million, which could not be 
found in the budget. Coppola rewrote 
the part so that it could be filmed in 
two or three weeks, but still Duvall 
demurred, 

Perhaps the boldest piece of casting 
involved George Hamilton, whose 
image as a playboy has masked his 
acting abilities since he made his 
breakthrough in the late Fifties and 
early Sixties. Paramountinitially tried 
to dissuade Coppola from casting 
Hamilton in the role of a shifty 
investment banker, but the director 
stuck to his guns. As Vincent, Sonny 
Corleone’s hotheaded, fiercely loyal 
illegitimate son, Coppola cast Andy Garcia, who had made his mark 
in Black Rain alongside Michael Douglas. 

Frank Sinatra, who had reacted so angrily to the alleged portrayal of 
his personality in the Johnny Fontaine character in the original 
Godfather, was keen to appear in Part ІП as Altobello, a revered friend 
of the Corleone family from the Thirties and Forties. But he would 
have been required on setin Rome for up to two months, and could not 
juggle his engagements to accommodate such a long stint abroad. 
Madonna too might have featured in the part now played by Sofia 
Coppola, and she performed a screen test opposite Robert De Niro — 
theoriginal choice for Vincent — thatimpressed Coppola enormously. 
When it was decided that a younger man should take the role of 
Vincent, however, both De Niro and Madonna faded from the picture. 

The film took exactly six months to shoot, far longer than 
anticipated. The unit set up quarters in Rome's Cinecittà Studios, and 


50 BLITZ 





then moved to Palermo for 
the Sicilian sequences, 
before shifting finally to 
New York City. The offices at 
Cinecitta were designed by 
Coppolas award-winning 
art director, Dean 
Tavoularis. They have a 
robust permanent look, and 
Coppola intends to use 
Cinecitta as his base for his 
next major production, 
entitled Megalopolis. This epic adventure, inspired by Sallust’s The 
Catiline Conspiracy, will blend the characters of republican Rome with 
the dynamics and corruption of contempory New York (“Mayor Koch 
as Cicero!” quips Coppola). 

Coppola's best work has comprised a collision of ideas between the 
Old and the New Worlds. When he brings an operatic vision to bear on 
such themes, he touches an undeniable greatness. But when he tries to 
play the modest little director, he fails dismally, as in The Outsiders or 
his 'Life Without Zoe' episode in New York Stories. 

If The Godfather Part ІП succeeds at the box office, then Coppola can 
once again afford to take risks, as he did when embarking on The 
Conversation right after his triumph with the first Godfather, as he did 


For more than fourteen years, Coppola 
shrugged off the studio's pleas for him to 
make another sequel to The Godfather. So 
what changed his mind? His wife, Eleanor, 
laughs and says, "They made him an offer 
he couldn't refuse 


E 


when he brought Apocalypse New back from the jungles of Southeast 
Asia. In the words of his longtime sound wizard, Walter Murch, 
“Francis's films invent themselves, You kind of organize the acts, but 
you can't control all the acts, and that makes it exciting in a certain 
way." 

Coppola's own verdict? "Whenever you make something unusual, it 
doesn't succeed, unless it really is the greatest work of its kind. People 
do not want unusual films, and I like to make unusual films! I think 
Tucker would have been more popularifit had notbeen so offbeat. This 
new Godfather is in an altogether different style, much deeper, more 
tragic. It is bigger in scale than its two predecessors." 

"This is. . . " He pauses to search for the right description. "This is 
the cathedral of the Godfather movies." & 


Peter Cowie is European Publishing Director of Variety. His biography of the director, Coppula, 15 
published in paperback by Faber. 
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Clive Barker is heading for Hollywood 


DELIRIOUS 


Clive Barker is in a *delirium" 


(he likes the word very much),desperately creating his own 
mythologies and savage and secret worlds. Sometimes he gives copies 
of his bestsellers to his mother and father. "They're confounded,” he 
says, "sweetly and pleasantly confounded. They never read my 
books. Although thev've tried. Dad more than Mum. But he doesn't 
get it because it isn't real... ] want to battle against reductionism and 
literalism. Mind is metaphor." 

Clive Barker — "Britain's Stephen King" they say, and much besides 
— is sitting at the desk in his house in London W1, where, with pen, 
cigar and bourbon, he now fantasizes for monetary millions, for print 
and for cinema. He says he still "feels" like a writer. "Books are so 
different you know,” he confides. "You write in splendid isolation, as 
your own master. If I didn't have a desk to go to, I don't know whether! 
could deal with movies, to be honest. Directing requires the most 
profound commitment in terms of energy. And the full certain 
knowledge that you're going to lose at least half the battles you enter. 
I'll quote John Ford. “Гуе made fifty-seven movies, fought fifty-seven 
battles, and lost all of them.'" 

But, is it true you're moving to Hollywood? 

“Yes!” 

I first met Barker a year ago (BLITZ 80), on the set of Nightbreed. Hot 
from Hellraiser (which he wrote and directed), he and his monstrous 
home-grown team (including Image Animation, who built the 
multifarious characters in Nightbreed) were speaking of "making 
Britain great again" in the horror/'fantastique' stakes. Now he says, 
“I'd love to be able to have a company here and use British money to 
make British horror movies and have the Bazzo Normans and Philip 
Frenchs of this world celebrate that. But it's pie in the sky. Total pie in 
the sky... So I'm off.” 

Do you have family here? 

"I don't have family, wives, dogs... or possums. My lite has always 
been my work and shall continue to be. І can write anywhere. The 
move will just put me closer to the movers and shakers of fantastique 
filmmaking — Landis, Carpenter, Dante, Cronenberg.” 

Barker likes the range and outlets for cinema, and cinema 
commentary, in America. "I particularly liked the essay written by the 
(fake) redneck drive-in B-movie reviewer Joe Barr-Briggs. It was titled 
'Sex in the Attic With Devil-head Slime'. Another insightful reviewer 
described Nightbreed as ‘Indiana Jones on acid’ — I thought, that guys 


got it right, Dave Edelstein of the New York Post said that Nightbreed is 
‘a B-movie with a little bit of a twist’ and that 'there's some wonderful 
freakshows in it’. And that's marvellous. I made a B-movie and I'm 
very happy.” 

Nightbreed was made for $11 million. Producer Christopher Figg left 
five weeks into its making ("after a bloody exchange, a fracas” with the 
backers Morgan Creek). In the book The Making of Nightbreed Barker 
writes, "The machinations of the film industry came close to defeating 
me." Can we talk about that? 

"Absolutely. Fuck, yes. When I made Hellraiser 1 could get all the 
major players [of New World Pictures] in my office and address them all 
at one time, Whereas when you're dealing with a large company, 
which is in turn answerable to an even larger company like 20th 
Century Fox, the chains of command are so elaborate and there's so 
much ass-covering, that getting straight answers from people is like 
drawing teeth — it goes on for months before, during and after 
filming. At the end of it all I said to a friend at Fox, ‘What did I do 
wrong?’ He said, ‘You walked with your eyes closed into a threshing- 
machine, What a perfect analogy." 

Nevertheless, Barker is on a roll. He has a two picture script-and- 
direction deal with Universal: he'll be making The Money ("which will 
be more dark and diabolical than anything I've done so far"), plus a 
science-fiction film. His book Weaveworld is being screenwritten and a 
screenplay based on his book character Harry D'Amour is "in good 
shape". Barkeris executive produceron a film version of his story 'The 
Forbidden', and on Hellraiser III. He is sitting with a new 700-page 
book manuscript in front of him. Straitjackets were invented for men 
like this. 

“I wrote а short story once about a guy used unwittingly as a guinea 
pig for an aphrodisiac," Barker notes, referring to 'The Age of Desire' 
(see Books of Blood, Vol1V), “... and instead of clearing through him and 
coming out the other side, the aphrodisiac redoubled and redoubled 
its force within his system, until he saw the whole world in erotic 
terms. Eventually he ended up fucking a wall and, well... coming to 
death... And the reason I mention that is because I was born, in a way, 
as a guinea pig to the fantastique. I cannot conceive of life in any other 
terms but the fantastical. ] don't know of any other way." 

Clive Barker is off to Hollywood now. Will he come to life there, or 
come to death? © 
Nightbreed will be released in the UK on September 28th. 
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Опа тидау, overcast day, the train 


pulls into Sheffield, and а hectoring, middle-aged salesman attempts to 
engage the traveller sitting opposite who has feigned sleep throughout the 
journey. “You always find in the north,” says the salesman with relish, "I say 
you always find in the north that the women wearlittle more than swimming 
costumes in the summer! There! Look!" He gestures towards Susanne Sulley 
of the Human League, who is waiting at the station in a straw boater, high 
heels and what could, in fact, pass for a swimsuit. It's just as well she didn't 
hear the remark. At the League's new studio a ruling, instigated by Sulley, 
now exists: if a workman in the complex wolf-whistles once then he gets a 
stern ticking-off. Twice, and his P45 is in the evening post. 

Redtape Studios, just up the hill from the station, is where the Human 
League recorded their eighth LP — eighth, that is, if you include the dance 
remix of Dare in 1982 and a Greatest Hits collection. Philip Oakey (who once 
claimed that he was the singer onlv because he was tall), and Joanne Catherall 
(whose father, a pistol shooting champion, threatened to kill Oakey if any 
harm befell his daughter), are waiting there, but suggest that it would be an 
idea to drive over to the nearby village of Bakewell. Would that be Bakewell as 
in Bakewell Tarts? 

“It would,” confirms a sans-maquillage Oakey, who — were he to rub some 
dirtinto his Lee jeans and jacket and scuff up his cowboy boots — would pass 
fora tall Hell's Angel. "You like your food, then, do you? I have atheory about 
what makes you fat. Now chocolate. Chocolate doesn’t make you fat. Some 
things just don't." Thisisall delivered deadpan, and his enunciation — a flat, 
nuance-free combination of Solihull, where he went to school, and Sheffield 
— gives it an air of precision, as if he’s been researching the subject. 

“Philip, anything makes you fat if you eat too much of it!” interjects Sulley 
with cheery exasperation. 
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"Him and his theories!” mutters Catherall. 

“No. Chocolate won't. You can eat as much chocolate as you like. It's 
the same with fruit. Not biscuits, though. Biscuits make you fat.” 

For nigh on ten years, Oakey, Sulley and Catherall have been the 
core of Human League, and with Romantic? they've finally come up 
with a record that should prove them to be more than a one-album 
wonder. With tracks remixed by Mark Saunders and 5-Express 
producer William Orbit, Romantic? is essentially the Human League 
again, after years of trying to pretend the 5 million-seller Dare never 
happened. 

"The thing that wrecked our chances was that we weren't a career 
band," explains Oakey over a glass of flat mineral water. "We never 
were. No one ever told us to get on with it, to tour, do a single, then ап 
album. You can be a career band and be good, like say UB40, but we 
never did it. Our main problem really, though, is that we've never 
made albums quickly enough." 

The history of the Human League has been traught with arguments, 
rows, tics and tardiness. The original line-up of Ian Marsh, Martyn 
Ware and hospital porter Oakey bought synthesizers on the never- 
never in 1978 and issued a declaration of intent. "It was a crusade for 
us," he says. "We liked synthesizers, probably because of Keith 
Emerson and people like that, and we were told, 'You cannot make 
popular records just using synthesizers.” 

The non-musician ideology underpinned their every move, and 
Oakey castigated another 'futurist' band, Landscape, when in 1980 
they demonstrated new instruments on Tomorrow’ World. 

"I must admit I took against Landscape. I mean, why on earth have 
you got a synthesizer you can play like a flute? I really resented them 
because itstruck one that they were trying to take the synthesizer back 
to the musicians, Our whole experiment that evolved in the very first 
place was: is it possible fora group — people who have never, ever had 
anything to do with music — by using the brain and adapting modern 
technology, that maybe they can get a record into the Top Ten? 

"We were more punk than the punks, though they didn't realize it,” 
Oakey reckons. Indeed, before supporting Siouxsie & the Banshees on 
their 1978 UK tour, the band — fearing spikey-headed conflagration 一 
built a seł of riot shields. Asit transpired, they went down а proverbial 
storm: after one independent single, ‘Being Boiled’ — on Manchester's 
Fast Records — they signed to Virgin, still their home. 

Recruiting Adrian Wright, who collected slides of Sixties TV shows 
and projected them at concerts, the band managed two LPs, 
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"The thing that wrecked our chances was 
that we weren't a career band. No one ever 
told us to get on with it, to tour, do a single, 
then an album. Our main problem is that 
we've never made albums quickly 

enough" | 


Reproduction in 1979 and Travelogue the following year. Reproduction was 
stark, cyclical and modernist, attempting to forge new sounds for new 
times in the wake of Bowie's Low. It was Bowie who enthused in 1979, 
"Listening to the Human League is like listening to 1980!" There was 
wit, too — notably on 'Circus of Death', which opened with an TV 
continuity man announcing, "In just a few minutes we'll be oft to 
Hawaii to join Steve McGarrett and the team for their adventures", 
whereupon a brooding synth pattern that could only have been 
constructed in frostbitten Europe commenced. An early single, 
‘Empire State Human’, alsoelicited laughs, with its "I could be tall tall, 
as big as a wall wall wall” hook, butit defined Oakey’s lyrical leitmotifot 
society's miniaturizing of the individual. ‘Blind Youth’ expressed this 
too, although one has to question a song with the line 
"Dehumanization, it's such a big word / Its been around since Richard 
the Third". Shortly after the release of Travelogue, after one argument 
too many, Marsh and Ware exited and formed the British Electric 
Foundation, which evolved into Heaven 17, with former actor Glenn 
Gregory singing. Knowing nothing about synthesizers, Oakey and 
Wright had to think fast. À tour had already been scheduled to begin 
just ten days after the schism, and Virgin kept faith with the loss- 
making act only because MD Simon Draper liked them. 

With time running out, Oakey and his then wife went talent 
spotting. At the Crazy Daisy Disco in Sheffield they spotted Catherall 
and Sulley doing "different dancing", ie staying put, moving just the 
torso and arms, puppet-fashion. Life was never to be the same again 
for any of them. The girls left school to sing and dance on the tour, and 
Oakey left his wife to move in with Catherall, a relationship which was 
to last several years. Hooking up with producer Martin Rushent — 
whose work with 999 and various Factory Records bands had 
impressed Oakey — they recorded ‘Sound of the Crowd’, the first in a 
series of hit singles. The nascent components were there, the 
computerized handclaps, the intoned lead and backing vocals from 
Oakey and the girls, and the melody-by-numbers played icy cold, ‘The 
Sound of the Crowd' reached Number 12 in the UK and was the first of 
four hitsin 1981, culminating with “Don't You Want Me’, the Christmas 
Number 1. The Human League were now not only championed by the 
in-crowd at The Glamour Club, Croc's, Rayleigh, Essex, butalso by the 
British public. Dare sealed it, with its pastiche Vogue cover and two 
sides of what then amounted to perfect pop, loved by Smash Hits 
readers and Sociology lecturers alike, Oakey, the man who played Top 
ofthe Pops with thatasymmetrical hair, that Old Mother Riley slap and 
that pierced nipple, denies that the band was steeped in irony. "I don't 
like kitsch, Idon'tbelieveinit. It's the easy way out. The whole thing is 
to put Van Gogh on your wall and say, ‘Actually I like it, I'm being 
honest", 

Nevertheless, one can equate their aesthetic with that ofthe Pet Shop 
Boys, a similarly detached group who produce some of pop's most 
affecting moments. Oakey's voice, like Neil Tennant, will always 
sound resigned, bored, distanced from the throng, yet when this is 
combined with dancefloor rhythms and cold machine music, a 
pleasurable tension ensues. It's pop that knows what it's about. 
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Crash's release was delayed partly because 
of a disastrous cover shoot. The band 


contacted top Vogue photographer Guy 
Bourdin, but the session was ruined when 
he spent all his time trying to coax Sulley 
into doing handstands wearing a miniskirt 





With Dare, the Human League were the biggest band in Britain, but 
— twosingles aside — disappeared from sight until 1984, Beleaguered 
in the studio, the band began to worry and argue. 

"It all started falling down after Dare, I think," says Catherall. 
"When we went to record Hysteria we were completely lost in what we 
were doing. We had the material, butinstead of just recording it we sat 
around tor ages, pondering every little thing, saying, 'Is this as good 
as on Dare?" 

"And we thought we were great," adds Oakey. 

"I think we started having what can only be described as mental 
problems, mental problems that still exist now. Everyone, the 
manager, the producer, everyone went strange." 

Martin Rushent resigned during the making of Hysteria after 
arguments over the quality of the material and the mix level of the 
voices. А Synclavier sampler, one of the first, was bought, and the boys 
spent several weeks attempting to turn it on. Eventually, in June 1984, 
Hysteria was released into a pop firmament now ruled by Duran 
Duran, Frankie Goes to Hollywood, Wham! and Culture Club, most of 
whom acknowledged the inspiration of Oakey. Despite being badly 
received, Hysteria has aged well, the guitars and bass they brought in 
(after proving that you could reach the Тор Ten with synths only), 
sound fine and funky. Ironically, itsounds more off the cuff than any of 
their atherefforts, And of course they learned nothing. The follow-up, 
Crash, was recorded in three different studios and took two years to 
complete. 

"I think we reached the lowest point with Crash, We weren't 
providing any decent songs, we were so low in confidence. Jimmy and 
Terry saved our bacon by writing them." (Jimmy and Terry are the 
legendary producers Jam and Lewis of Flyte Time Studios in 
Minneapolis, They'd produced Prince and were soon to mould Janet 
Jackson's Control into опе of the finest examples of dance coercion 
ever.) “It was great, people would just wanderin and bang a track out,” 
recalls Oakey, "and we learned that if you don't like something you 
ditch it and go onto something else, which we never did before." 

Crash's release was still delayed, however, partly because of a 
disastrous cover shoot. As ever, the band demanded control of the 
packaging, and they contacted top Vogue photographer Guy Bourdin. 
The session was ruined when he spentall his time trying to coax Sulley 
into doing handstands wearing a miniskirt. And so when Cras/i 
appeared, Control was already out, and it appeared that Human 
League had missed the boat again. Although it's not a bad album and 
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has the outstanding track, ‘Human’, the group themselves are lost in 
the production, in other people's songs, and Philip Oakey is plainly 
not a rapper. 

And now, іп 1990, Romantic? has finally been completed in the studio 
they were inspired to build after the Minneapolis sojourn, Having 
been stung by management they're stony-broke. Only Oakey has 
received any money in the last six months, and that's been from 
songwriting credits, Catherall has had to sell her house, and keeps 
ringing her dad about moving packing cases to a new, smaller flat. 

Romantic? 1s their best LP since Dare. Just as Depeche Mode are now 
hailed as prototype house artists, so this album should finally see 
Human League recognized for their inspiration and influence. "You 
listen to Snap,” says Oakey. "It's the Human League, a bit funkier 
because that's what happens now. I actually think this is the best time 
for music in ages." 

Oakey is now 34, Sulley and Catherall 27. Haven't they mucked 
things up just once too often? Is there an audience out there for them? 
Catherall — who's becoming increasingly worried that her white 
trousers have split at the back — avers, "We don't know who's going to 
listen to the new album, but we do know that we feel great about it.” 

“Our James, my brother, is 19,” says Sulley. "He wears the right 
trainers and spends all his money on records, and it does seem like all 
the best music, the most progressive stuff, is very faceless, you don't 
know what the people who make it look like." 

"Which is no bad thing," adds Oakey. "For a long time if your group 
was doing way out music, the idea was to look way out so the two sort 
of mixed. There then came a point when the weirdest-looking people 
started making music that fitted beautifully on Radio 2, and they were 
on the cover of Woman magazine. That was the end for me. The last 
group was Frankie Goes to Hollywood, they were alright. As far as I 
can tell they were berks among themselves, but that was it. It's never 
happened since." 

And sointo the Nineties' somewhataltered starsystems the Human 
League return, once more with those awesome, beautifully gauche 
lyrics — "The world's a massive place but we ran into each other / Just 
one small happening / An accident of fate or the work of co- 
conspirators," rates alongside the lines in 19845 "Тһе Lebanon', 
"Before he leaves the camp he stops / He scans the world outside / And 
where there used to be some shops /Is where the snipers sometimes 
hide" — and a motivation that seemed unlikely ever to return, Philip 
Oakey attempts to explain it, this unexpected and unprecedented 
renaissance. "The atmosphere in the studio was simply the best I've 
known, better than before Dare even. We suddenly wanted tobe doing 
it again. I now know how the Human League should sound, I am the 
one who makes that sound. In the studio now we're a team, a great 
little team." 

“We're a proper group," concurs Catherall. "We're all vital parts now, 
not like loads of fake bands these days. Say I broke my foot or 
something, the rest of them would take the time off." 

"That's right, that," agrees Sulley. & 
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Glamour hit the streets 
of Moscow when 
Thierry Mugler's 


fashion circus arrived 






PORTRAIT BRAD BRANSON/FRITZ KOK 
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MUGLERVOSCOW 


LENIN 
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During one boiling hot day in 
May, photographer Brad Branson and І queued for twelve-and-a-half 
hours outside the Soviet Embassy in London's Bayswater Road. Due to 
an altercation inthe lobby some years ago, those applying for visas are 
now obliged to waitin the street. Couriers and people who are familiar 
with the procedure queue-jump expertly, causing fights in the road, 
where the Metropolitan Police can deal with them. Others, less 
experienced (us), stand stupidly in the exhaust fumes, or squat, or 
balance on wobbly milk crates, occasionally getting up and wandering 
to the front in frustration to see what's going on. Nothing's going on. 

During the course of the day, the Embassy treated itself to a two- 
hour lunch break and tour people were allowed in, an achievement 
which was heralded each time by an announcement of "collection" or 
"application", delivered in a fierce Dr No voice over a small speaker 
mounted on the wall by the entrance. We were the last to get in the gate. 
"What do you want?" asked the squat beige man at the door. We 
responded (with exceptional politeness) that we wished to lodge an № 
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Gorby dolls 


> application for a visa. Expressionless, he scanned our file, closed it 


and handed it back, declaring, "The Embassy is now closed, come 
back tomorrow.” He turned on his heel and went back through the 
heavy door. 

In the end, we received our visas on the day before flying, only 
fifteen minutes before Intourist, the Russian tourist board, shut forthe 
day. The purpose of the trip was to accompany French fashion star 
Thierry Muglerand his crew of models, voguersand photographers to 
Moscow to stage two events — the Miss Supermodel USSR contest, 
and a major Muglerretrospective — in association with Soviet cultural 
communication group Ibis International. 

Inevitably, it wasn't as easy as it sounded. On arrival we discovered 
that our hotel booking had been cancelled at the last minute. Due to 
unrest in the Baltic, a major political meeting had been called and all 
hotel rooms, booked or otherwise, had been corralled. Alix Malka, 
Mugler's press officer, had even attempted to cancel the entire event 
but had been unable to book a telephone call to the West in time. 
Instead of a hotel, Branson and | — along with Danilo, a New York 
hairdresser, and Apollonia B, a make-up artist from Greece — were 
assigned an apartment in the sprawling, dirty, grim, factory district. 

To drive anywhere in Moscow takes an eternity — we seemed to 
phut-phut past the same gigantic apartment blocks over and over 
again. Everything is grey, especially in the rain. Maintenance is not 
high on the priority list in Moscow. Paint peels and doors buckle. 
Corner tobacco kiosks are identifiable a quarter of a mile away, so deep 
is the queue. Battered old boxy cars in every neutral shade imaginable 
seethe along the wide avenues. All the windows appear to drip with 
condensation and scars from old combat are swathed in sticky tape. 
The air was so thick and grey the first few days it seemed to be smeared 
with salt. The damp was penetrating, but fortunately our apartment 
— roughly the size of two cigarette kiosks and situated at the top of a 
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gargantuan apartment block — was warm, We were careful to conceal 
our distaste from our Russian drivers, who were peeking in with 
gleeful comments of “not bad, not bad”. 

The next morning our translators arrived. Branson and | were 
assigned Aksana, a plump bespectacled young woman of 25. І asked 
her to choose freely from the carrier bag full of cosmetics that I'd 
brought from London. "I cannot take this present, it makes me feel 
very bad to take like this from you," she cried. l insisted that she help 
herself, explaining that they were gifts for her, and that if she didn't 
accept them, Га feel very bad. She nervously relented. 

From that moment on Aksana watched me like a mother, adjusting 
ту collar if it was awry, stroking my hair back into place if it strayed, 
picking up my handbag and following me ifl wandered more than four 
feet away from it. Wherever І was at any given point, her eyes were 
upon me. My guide books were full of reminders that Russians are 
very expressive physically and thatintrasexual affection should not be 
misinterpreted, but] became convinced that she fancied me. As itlater 
turned out, the Russians were every bit as puzzled by our sexuality as 
we were Бү theirs. 


The most demanding concern in Russia is food. If you are 
vegetarian, then you may as well forget it. Theoretically it's better if 
you are a fish eater, since for tourists there is no shortage of caviar. The 
more adventurous can try the battered fish which is rather appallingly 
fried in beef fat. Voguers Willie Ninja and Adrian Magnifique were 
suspicious of everything butthe meat, heartily ingesting fearful plates 
of lamb in mayonnaise and Spam soup. 

Six nights out of seven we dined at the same restaurant, peculiarly 
located on a housing estate at least twenty miles from the city centre. 
Recommended by one of the translators, it was the only establishment 
sensible enough to stay open for our late dining hours. The tables were 
theatrically set with candles, flowers and silver tableware. Vodka was 
served liberally, and as the week progressed it became a daily staple as 
the food supplies became less and less palatable. Nevertheless, 
Mugler, who adores all things Russian, was in seventh heaven as yet 
another bowl of caviar was pushed in his direction — unlike model 
Tanya Coleridge, who demanded, "Horseradish! Something sharp to 
kill the bacteria!" The most fascinating dinner conversation featured 
voguer Adrian's instructions 一 delivered in a pure Bronx honk — on 
how to perform a "proper" blowjob: "You have to grab the cack an' the 
balls togethuh in theone hand..." and so on. Atleastit took one’s mind 
off the food. 

We were finally transferred to the Hotel Ukraine, one of seven 
monolithic tourist hotels commissioned by Lenin that dominate the 
Moscow skyline with theirjagged spires. Entranceis gained only with 
a pass card and guests are obliged to sign a form agreeing, among other 
things, not to "gamble or behave in a demoralizing way". The hotel 
was packed to the gills with cardinals, bishops and monks of the 
Russian Orthodox Church, amassed in Moscow for the election of the 
new Russian Pope. Thereissomething dreadfully surreal about being 
crammed in a lift with twenty-five men who all look like Rasputin. 

Shopping in Moscow's department stores is an experience not to be 
missed. The men's jumpers on display are so synthetic that they 
squeak on contact. Towelling hair elastics, meanwhile, are so 
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Space is the place... the Soviet space museum 





In Moscow everything is grey, especially in 
the rain. Maintenance is not high on the 
priority list. Paint peels and doors buckle. 
Tobacco kiosks are identifiable a quarter of 
a mile away, so deep is the queue 


> preciously regarded that they are enshrined in glass cabinets. The 


watch counter was six people deep. We stared in awe at battleship- 
sized cotton girdles and brassieres designed like scaffolding. My heart 
contracted in pity for Russian women. 

Nearby in the main tourist shopping street of Arbat, Moscow's 
revered artists quarter of old, we examined vast numbers of 
matryoshka dolls. The illegal version ot these feature Gorbachev as the 
largest doll, with Brezhnev inside, followed by Khrushchev, Stalin 
and finally a foetus-sized Lenin. By this stage we were well used to 
paying for everything on the street with dollars — the government 
exchange rate for roubles is so extortionate that it makes more sense to 
run the risk of arrest and do all your business on the street. Even taxi 
drivers keep their doors locked until a hard currency price is fixed. 

While we wandered, the Hotel Royssia — Muglers temporary 
headquarters — was a hive of activity. All the models had been briefed 
by Mugler the day before; he had paced about the stage, brown hands 
clenched and waving, exhorting the girls to "combat à mort" and to 
"utilisez votre magnétisme animal" , with the translatorranting alongside 
"as if she were trying for President", according to Branson. Mugler 
urged the girls to watch Ninja and Magnifique "pour l'esprit de la 
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marche”, As the voguers swished their limbs about like flyswatters, the 
girls stared оп awestuck, pausing momentarily to applaud. 

The actual competition was a drawn-out affair. All the pomp of 
Thierry Mugler (which is considerable), and all the circumstance of 
the USSR was an absurd blend. There were several breaks in the 
Supermodel parade for heavy metal groups, who ground their hips so 
hard they must have been cracking walnuts up their anuses. When the 
girls, attired in Mugler, glided (albeit somewhat awkwardly) onstage, 
the Russian audience appeared to be pinned to their seats by G-force 
winds. The Parisian gloss was so powerful that all the colour from the 
room seemed to be sucked onto the stage. It is surprising to see exactly 
how cut off Russia is in the fashion stakes from the rest of Europe. 

The panel of judges included Mugler, superstar model Iman, 
Frederika of City models in Paris, Brad Branson, myself and many 
Russian celebrities, actresses and film directors. The final decision 
was noteasy. Backstage, judges gathered in the cavernous corridor, out 
of earshot of the contestants, and the squabbling was relentless. One 
of the Russian judges — an enormous, expensively dressed man who 
clutched at all times a rolled-up copy of Playboy (illegal in the USSR) — 
led the Russian revolt, insisting 
that Number 15 must be Miss 
Supermodel. When none of the 
Western judges could remember 
her, screaming matches broke out. 
Iman shouldered her way in, 
yelling, “None of us even knows 
who Number 1515! The only reason 
you remember is because you're 
shtupping her!” 

An hour and a half later the 
winner was announced, All this 
time the audience waited patiently. 
It was astounding — Western 
audiences would have stormed off 
home by that time. Elena Boznykoba — tall, slim, and the sole 
contestant to possess an individuality and sleekness that matched any 
supermodel on the Western catwalks — was the rightful winner, and 
Number 15 was thankfully forgotten. Elena’ tour de triomphe lasted at 
least forty-five minutes, which prompted an utterly nonplussed 
Mugler to utter, "My God, I thought she was going to walk forever!" 


The next evening Elena went on to appear in Mugler's 
retrospective fashion show, with the new Russian audience watching 
in awe and staring at us in puzzlement as we screamed and cheered — 
the norm at Western fashion shows. The voguers were the most 
popular element and allowed the audience an opportunity to clap and 
show their pleasure. As before, the women stared hungrily at the 
cocktail suits and the men drooled unwittingly as their eyes travelled 
up the models' legs. Pretty much like most Westerners' reactions to 
Mugler's shows. 

After the show Mugler held a demented party in some tastelessly 
genteel function rooms that could have been inspired by Diane Arbus. 
People downed half-pints of vodka in one while Russian girls in 


stonewashed denim learned how to vogue. Rapidly, some sort of № 
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Nobody knows how to cope with 
summer in the city better than the 
Italians. When the sun is blazing down 
in Milan, Rome or Naples, they know 
it's time to pull up a chair at a corner 
caffe under the shade of an umbrella 
and sip at a long cool glass of Campari, 
the classic Italian apéritif, served with 
orange juice, soda or tonic and lots of 
ice. 

But you don't have to go to Italy to 
sample the best in Italian style. London 
has its own share of colourful bars and 
fine restaurants, as well as a host of 
shops specializing in the best in Italian 
design. This is just a small selection. 





Oggetti 


OGGETTI 135 Fulham Road, 
London SW3 (071-581 8808) (also 
101 Jermyn Street, SW1) The 
original Italian designer object shop, and 
probably London's best stockist of Alessi 
artefacts, including the distinctive 
Campari cocktail shaker. The Oggetti style 
(matt-black and chrome objects presented 
under glass) has been ripped off by 
everyone from Conran to Next, but 
Oggetti are still the masters. As well as an 
enormous selection of pens and executive 
toys and the now familiar Alessi and Zani 
& Zani cutlery and tableware, Oggetti have 
began to stock more traditional items. 
Newest additions to the range are exquisite 
Twergi picture frames, coffee grinders and 
pepper mills in different fruitwoods. The 
original Fulham Road shop has expanded 
into the much larger London Lighting 
Company premises next door. 


BENETTON (branches through- 
out the UK) If there is one shop which 
sums up affordable Italian fashion, it is 
this one. You'll find a store just about 
anywhere in the world, each one stocking 
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ITALIAN 
STYLE 


the bright and distinctive range of casual 
clothes. In true Italian style, you're asked 
not simply to take things from the shelves 
to try on, hut to ask an assistant to help 
you. 


EMPORIO ARMANI 191 Brompton 
Road, London SW3 (071-823 
8818) The man who is one of the world's 
best fashion designer opened this huge and 
luxurious store last year to house his 
diffusion range. The two floors are packed 
with the most exquisite clothes 
imaginable. Just as delicious is che Express 
bar/retaurant on the top floor. There's no 
possibility of forgetting where you are — 
everything features the distinctive Armani 
logo, from the ashtrays to the cappuccino 
machine, and TV monitors play selected 
highlights from the master's most recent 
shows. The food is excellent — a light 
menu of pasta and designer salads. 


BAR ITALIA 22 Frith Street, 
London W1 (071-437 4520) Best 
frequented on the nights when it's packed 
to bursting with Italians, there to catch up 
on videos of Italian football, replayed on 
the huge TV screen. The Campari flows 
like water and you could almostbe in a back 
street in Milan. 


KETTNERS 29 Romilly Street, 
London W1 (071-734 6112) This 
large and rambling former hotel just north 
of Shaftesbury Avenue is now the flagship 
of the Pizza Express chain, and you'll find 





London's best pizzas and burgers here. It's a 
maze of different rooms, each with a 
different style. Downstairs features the 
main dining room complete with pianist, 
an invariably packed champagne bar, and a 
bizarre hi-tech enclosure — all white tiles 
and strip-lighting. Upstairs is a veritable 
warren of individual rooms, many of 
which can he hired for private dining. 
Rumour has it that there is а secret 
passageway in the basement linking the 
building to the Cambridge Theatre. 
According to legend, Edward VII used to 


spirit chorus girls through from the theatre 
before having his wicked way with them in 
а private room. Truly continental! 





Emporio Armani 
THE RIVER CAFE Thames Wharf, 
Rainville Road, London W6 


(071-385 3344) Ruth Rogers (wife of 
architect. Richard Rogers) opened The 
River Café in 1987 with an old friend, Rose 
Gray, intending it tobe no more than a staff 
canteen for her husband's office, located in 
а quiet, residential area of Hammersmith. 


orange juice. 


Word spread that the food — based on 
home cooking in Umbria and Tuscany — 
was superb and soon the outside 
community were breaking down the doors 
to get in. The two applied successfully fora 
lunchtime license and the place has been 
packed with London's intelligentsia ever 
since. From the outside it's hard to tell the 
place isa restaurant — there's no shopfront 
as such. The food is delicious — especially 
salads full of all the herbs and vegetables 
imaginable, served with pieces of bread 
soaked in tomato and olive oil, and 
wonderful fish dishes all made with the 
freshest ingredients. The chocolate cake is 
a particular triumph. But it's not cheap. 
Expect to pay £70 for two and don't be 
surprised if you have to book three to four 
weeks in advance for a tahle. 


LA FAMIGLIA 7 Langton Street, 
London SW10 (071-351 0761) ^n 
upmarket, hustling restaurant hehind 
World's End. In recent years it’s regained 
much of the enormous success it enjoyed in 
the Sixties, and the open-air garden 
restaurant has got to he one of the best 
places to eat in London оп а summer 
evening. The waiters merrily shout across 
the tables at each other, competing with 
the diners to see who can make the most 
noise, and the air is filled with the smell of 
basil, parmesan cheese and ground pepper. 
For meat eaters, the teenage loin of lamh 
and wild boar are out of this world. 


ORSO 27 Wellington Street, 
London WC2 (071-240 5269) A 
bright, unpretentious basement rest- 
aurant designed in Fifties Milanese/ 
American style. Wonderfully rich pasta 
dishes, delicious soups, spinach served at 
room temperature with olive oil, as well as 
the slightly more ominous pigs trotters 
with lentils and oxtail for the real 
Italiaphile. They mix the best Negroni 
(Campari, gin, red vermouth, shaken on 
ice with a slice of orange) and their wine 
list is imaginative and fairly reasonably 
priced. The staff are young and friendly, as 
are the clientèle — Orso is now easily as 
fashionable as its parent restaurant Joe 
Allen's, particularly with actors and the 
theatre-going crowd. Also, unlike many of 
London's restaurants, Orso is open late. 
They serve from noon until midnight daily 
so it's a great place to go after an evening of 
Fellini or Visconti. 


HOW TO DRINK CAMPARI 


Campari, the classic Italian apéritif with an exotic blend of 
herbs and spirit, has been a firm favourite for well over a 
century. Stylish and versatile, it can be served on the rocks or 
with a variety of mixers including tonic, lemonade, soda and 


But back in vogue now is the original and authentic way of 
serving Campari straight from the freezer — because it's 
spirit-based it never solidifies. Just take a chilled tall glass, 
pour in your Campari, add lots of ice and then a generous 
measure of freshly squeezed orange juice. A refreshing 
summer drink you can't beat. 
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The palatial elegance of the Russian underground 





Our hotel was packed with cardinals, 
bishops and monks of the Russian Orthodox 
Church, amassed in Moscow for the election 
of the new Russian Pope. There's something 
surreal about being crammed in a lift with 
twenty-five men who all look like Rasputin 


> vodka-fuelled Felliniesque chaos took over. An invisible centrifugal 


force seemed to be hurling people atop one another. Brad Branson 
crashed to the floor, Tanya Coleridge on top of him, while Iman and 
Luciania, a Brazilian beauty, swirled hysterically on the dancefloor. 
The delirious behaviour of the Westerners was so extreme that the 
Russians joined in with this spiritual hyperventilation in the most 
curious way. Russian male models were screwing Russian female 
models in the toilets, and then trying to drag in and grapple with the 
Western men as well. Everybody seemed to be instantly sexually 
available. It appears that the Russians had noted the Western 
behaviour (basically a lot of gay men and straight women having a 
good time) and reinterpreted it as a free licence for penile dementia. 
One utterly wrecked Russian man announced to me, "I vant someone 
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in my bed tonight. | vant to make sex with you right now!" and he 
arched his massive hands tarantula-style above me. Needless to say | 
beat a very hasty retreat. 

As the homebound coach rattled through a dawn-gilded Moscow, all 
the dry neutral colour had melted away and the subtle yellows and 
blues of the doors and paintwork became apparent. Neither the 
starkness of the city nor the oddness of the nearly empty shop 
windows seemed to matter, Ourcoach was filled with excess Russians, 
whom we smuggled into the hotel with us, where they remained for 
the rest of our stay. At a party in our room the next evening, one of 
them fell asleep in the wardrobe — which unfortunately he also took 
to be a toilet. 

Miss Supermodel Elena spent the last day and à halt with us. Her 
exuberance and kittenish sense of fun was contagious as she warded 
off ardent bucks left, right and centre. Appallingly, despite Soviet 
womens reputed status as equal workers, the first-hand observer soon 
realizes that this is not the case. For women, evidently the most 
traditional method of escape from the country is via a Foreigner's 
mattress. At one point during our stay, Aksana very generously 
offered Tampax to a needy Tanya Coleridge, who was incredulous that 
they couldn't be purchased in Russia. Aksana — who had procured 
her supply from a Western visitor — told Tanya that vou normally 
couldn't get sanitary towels either, and that usually a torn-up sheet 
was used. Fifty-odd years ago in outback County Wicklow, Ireland, 
my mother did the same. 

Our last night was spent in Red Square enjoying the mesmeric 
goosestep of the guards as they 
changed their watch over Lenin's 
embalmed body. Adrian Magni- 
fique sang 'Sailing' with Elena as 
we were surrounded by sup- 
posedly deaf-mute watchsellers, 
one of whom was arrested — 
dragged roughly away by plain- 
clothes policemen — to exclama- 
tions of horror. His crime — 
handling foreign currency. At the 
airport we were told that our flight 
was full. We insisted that it was 
not, and began thrusting our 
baggage down the chute. Our 
efforts intensified when | remembered that there would be a meal on 
the plane, and I know for a fact that we stole one desperate woman's 
seat. Once boarded, we ate two meals apiece and gulped down sweet 
liqueurs with half a tranquillizer, groaning with pleasure. 

In addition to losing weight, almost everyone on the trip lost their 
voices from the rubbing-alcohol quality of the vodka. | also spent a 
week in bed recovering from flu and malnutrition. While | was 
privileged to have visited Moscow, and could talk of nothing else on 
my return, І have a memory of standing before my open fridge іп a 
state of confusion, clutching a yoghurt, a boiled egg and an apple. I 
was actually overcome with choice — I didn't know which to eat. My 
brain was working on the simplest of levels: "I have three things. I have 
three things." That is what a week in Russia will do. © 
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ІМ ROMANIA 


Nobody's Child is an album compiled of exclusive tracks 
donated by all the artists involved. All net proceeds received 
in connection with the sale of this album shall be donated to 
the Romanian Angel Appeal, to help the thousands of orphans 
in Romania. Help them realise they are somebody's children. 
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BLITZ is ten years old this month. What 
was launched from the floor of a college 
bedroom by two students with no 
money and no experience but a lot of 
good ideas, is now one of Britain's most 
influential magazines, produced by an 
award-winning team comprising some 
of the finest young writers and photo- 
graphers in the country, and sold 
throughout the world. 

People we interviewed when they 
were struggling unknowns went on to 
become the most important names in 
their field — in music, film, art, literature, 
sport, politics, media and current affairs. 
We helped to forge the identity of the 
last decade and now we're creating the 
new one. 


But was it really ten years? It doesn't 
seem like it. Many things have changed, 
but others have not. The two founders 
are still the editor and publisher of BLITZ, 
and the magazine remains fiercely 
independent and committed to 
maintaining the highest standards of 
writing, photography and design. 

We couldn't have managed it without 
the talent and dedication of the people 
who have contributed to the pages of 
BLITZ over the years and helped to get 
it out on time, the support of our 
advertisers and, above all, the loyalty of 
our readers. To all of them, our deepest 
thanks. 

It's impossible to condense ten whole 
years into a single issue, We produced 





8,243 magazine pages, interviewed 
approximately 2,307 different people 
and used up several hundred miles of 
camera film. We annoyed some people, 
but entertained and informed more. We 
wrestled with hundreds of deadlines, 
watched dawn come up a few times 
through the office windows, drank too 
much апа smoked too many cigarettes. 

We had a great time. 

On the following pages, you'll find a 
retrospective of the best of the last ten 
years. 

Now what about the next ten? 


SIMON TESLER EDITOR 








А numerical portfolio 
by ten past and present 
BLITZ photographers 


TBRAD BRANSON 
First commission: fashion story ‘Industria, BLITZ 67 


2KATE GARNER 
First commission: fashion story "Іп Season', BLITZ 
58. (Featured as mernber of Haysi Fantayzee, 
BLITZ 4; modelled, BLITZ 13) 


3 ROBIN BARTON 
First commission: portrait of Floy Joy, BLITZ 38 


4 MICHAEL SANDERS 
First commission: fashion story ‘in Cold Blaad', 
BLITZ 73 


5 DAVID HISCOCK 
First commission: portrait of neo-naturist Miss 
Binnie, BLITZ 8 


65 DAVID WOOLLEY 
First commission: fashion story Wear in the 
World', BLITZ 56 


т MIKE OWEN 
First commission: cover shot of Daniel Day Lewis, 
BLITZ 8 


ы 5 me | IS MULATERO 
On September 24th the TEN YEARS OF BLITZ exhibition ol am etes GA Р 
First commission: portrait of filmmaker Nigel 


will open а! The Collection. 264 Brompton Road, London Wingrove, BLITZ 83 

SW3 (the former Hamnett shop site) before touring the UK 

This Will De a complele mstory al ine magazine — о MERTON’/GAUSTER 

photographs. artworks. and special installations, as well First commission: portrait of performer Sarah 
as many of the BLITZ designer denim jackets, created for Sankey, BLITZ 73 


the magazine by the world’s top fashion designers. 


10 PETER CALVIN 
First commission: fashion story Black Widows , 
BLITZ 82 


Kate Garner credits: assisted by John Akehurst, 
art directed by Jane How; make-up by Pat 
McGrath, hat by Stephen Jones 


David Woolley credits: assisted by Julian Marshal, 
make-up by Kim Crocker; hair by Thomas Dunkin 
at 200; clothes by Katharine Hamnett; madelled 
by Tabitha, Rachel, Josefin, Michelle G, Michelle 
C, Julia 
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1372cc fuel injected. turbo charged 


engine . . . ie very powerful. 


Capable of 127mph' (where it's 
permitted) and 0-62mph in 77 secs! 
...].e. very responsive. All-round discs, 


ultra low profile tyres, wide alloy 


wheels . . . i.e. very well behaved. 


Aerodynamic body. sound insulation 


. те. very quiet. Remote locking. 


electric front windows, high power 


digital stereo IF/ıJA/TI 


(with double security system) ... i.e. 


very well equipped .. i.e. test drive 


the new Uno Turbo i.e. very soon. 
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DANIEL DAY LEWIS 





PAUL WNLLEE 
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WHATEVER HAPPENED TO... 


We've had our fair share of ups and 


downs over the last ten years, but 


the 


magazine has gone from 


strength to strength regardless. 


Not everybody who appeared in 
BLITZ has had it so lucky. What 
about the ones who fell by the 
wayside? And the others who made 
it against the odds? 


COMPILED BY PAUL MATHUR ADDITIONAL RESEARCH BY TOM ELIOT 


JAPAN 
(Firgt appearance: ните v 
Original New Romantics with more than a 
nod to New York Dolls and Roxy Music, 
Japan neatly predated the rise of all things 
Oriental before splitting in the early Eighties. 
Only David Sylvian’s solo work lived up to the 
promise of the band, although the 


= < - = mg 


foursome have been back in the studio 


together for the last two months working 
on a one-off album. Perhaps they'll change 
their name to United Germany. 


MALCOLM MCLAREN 
(Firgt appearance: BLITx 2) 
Attempted to popularize hip-hop, skipping, 
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vogueing and opera with various degrees of 
Success. А career as a surf-punks movie 
producer never got off the ground. 
Currently advising Saatchis on youth 
culture and setting himself up as a Peter 
York-type style consultant for the next 
decade, Also minting money making videos 
for other people. Went out with Lauren 
Hutton. 


NICK HEYWARD 
(гаг appedaranmce: нытх 4) 
His first interview appeared in the Spring 
1981BLITZ. However, the success of Haircut 
100 was short lived. Heyward carried some 
of his boyishly sexy charisma into a largely 
second division solo career. Moved from 
Chrysalis to WEA a couple of years ада and 
still holds out for a twee pop revival to the 
extent that he has been in the studio writing 
new songs. No release dates are planned 


yet. 


PRINCES 
НЕЁ appearance: niirz 3) 

The most prodigiously talented pop star of 
the last ten years. A brief affair with Kim 
Basinger and continuing lack of success in 
America could signal the beginning of the 
end. Europe welcomes him with open arms, 
but he still has trouble selling records in the 
States, even after Batman.Currently touring 
the world and reshooting the forthcoming 
Graffiti Bridge film. Wants to move Paisley 
Park to Paris. 


HUNTER S THOMPSON 
frst appearance: surr E) 
Original gonzo journalist, overshadowed 






STEVE ETRANGE 








somewhat by the rise of the likes of Р) 
O'Rourke. Nevertheless, an important 
cultural influence and gifted political 
commentator. Felony charges filed against 
Thompson in April — for assault, sexual 
assault and illegal possession of drugs and 
explosives — were dismissed in July but did 
much to shake up the writer both mentally 
and financially Defence costs are likely to 
exceed $100,000. “This was a lifestyle bust,” 
says Thompson, "but they've confused the 
artist with the art. If I'd done half of what | 
wrote, I'd be dead". 


STEVE STRANGE 
(first oppeorance: aurz 8) 

A perennial almost-VIP Did little in the post- 
mascara mid-Eighties except get picked up 
for cheque fraud, but appears to be 
revitalized, having run a New Age club at the 
Hippodrome last year. His pretend marriage 
last month made the front page of the Sun 
and he remains well connected enough to 
keep up his assiduous ligging. Could be a 
dark horse for the near future. 


GEORGE MICHAEL 
(rst appearance: витх 8) 
Perfectly captured pop's superficiality with 
Wham! — they gave their first interview to 
BLITZ in 1982 — but has since gone on to 
pretend to be a 40-year-old. The 
personification of marble-washed jeans, his 
new album is to be released later this year 
and is being promoted, rather predictably, 
as the best thing he's ever done. Tony 
Parsons is reputed to have been paid 
£450,000 to co-write the Michael autobiog. 
Someone will lose their shirt on this — who 
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MARILYN 


MURIEL CRAY 





wants to read Yog's memoirs? 


DANIEL DAY LEWIS 

(First appearance: витх 8) 
Bounded to international fame in My 
Beautiful Laundrette but spent much of the 
next five years struggling to live up to his 
initial impact. My Left Foot provided an 
injury-time winner and heis now apparently 
close friends with — movie-star-lover 
Madonna, who advised him on a wonder- 
working masseuse after his nervous 
collapse. 


PAUL WELLER 
(First appearance: nrz 9) 

Cleverly reconstructed the ashes of The Jam 
into The Style Council and made some 
enjoyable, socially aware records, before 
fading into semi-obscurity A Polydor 
spokesperson denied rumours that Polydor 
had refused to take up a million pound 
option on his contract, and explained that 
the split was mutual. "Hed been here 
forever; he felt it was time for a change.” 
Has worked with DC Lee on her new album 
and is writing new songs, although no 
release details have yet been planned. 
Polydor confirmed that with considerable 
royalties constantly coming in for past work, 
he can afford to take his time. 


sapa 
(first appearance: ватт 9) 
Ап early proponent of the faux-sophistiqué 
style that evolved from post-punk New 
Romanticism. An exotic bloodline, elegant 
looks and an eager coffee-table market 
ensured her success. Lately she’s been quiet; 
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RODDY FRAME 





BOY GEORGE 







PAULA vATRS 





her last tour and album were two years ago. 
She's currently having a studio built in her 
North London home and writing songs on 
the far-from-glamorous isle of Majorca with 
а planned album release before the end of 
the year 


RODDY FRAME 

(First appearance: arz 10) 
A musical veteran at 26, having spent the 
last ten years making articulate, intelligent 
pop while fending off mid-Eighties rumours 
of alcoholism, drug addiction and creative 
burnout. Alternates great and average 
albums, meaning that his next release in two 
years’ time should win him a Grammy. 


CLARE GROGAN 
(First appearance: srz 14) 

With Altered Images she shaped a little-gir|- 
lost persona that endeared her to music 
critics and sexually troubled students. After 
Al's demise she took up a TV presenting 
career — first on Night Network and more 
recently hosting BSB's The Movie Show — 
which has done much to erase the brilliance 
of her earlier years. Currently unsigned as a 
singer, but performing sporadically at low- 
key gigs around London. 


BOY GEORGE 
(First appearance: aurz 16) 
His greatest records were made with 
Culture Club, but his ensuing solo career 
was the stuff of a TV mini-series. Heroin 
addiction, the deaths of many of his close 
friends, tabloid crucifixion and, in his 
current ‘Jesus Loves You’ recordings and 
Power Station VJ career, a happy ending. 


Says that he is "enjoying things" these days, 
so much зо that he turned down the Frank N 
Furter role in the stage revival ofThe Rocky 
Horror Show. More ‘Jesus Loves You singles 
are planned and now that the rift with Jon 
Moss has been healed, the proposed 
Culture Club reunion may just happen 
before the end of the millennium. 


MARILYN 
(First appearance: auırz 16) 

The “Сайіпа Your Мате one-hit wonder 
made a career out of having been Boy 
Georges flatmate. Current whereabouts 
are uncertain. One former friend claims to 
have seen him bumming ten-pence pieces 
at Oxford Circus tube. But wasn't that 
Marilyn in the VIP box at the Madonna gig? 
No one's really sure апутоге... 


PAULA YATES 

iFirst appearance: вытх 16) 
Bimbo par excellence. Jess Yates daughter is 
now dutiful wife, professional mother and 
apparently compietely devoid of any sense 
of good taste. Her book about babies, The 
Fun Starts Here, is released this month,then 
theres two TV series early next year 
including one about great hotels of the 
world. Plus, a novel, a perfume and a range 
of lingerie. The new Barbara Cartland. 


RIK MAYALL 
(First appearance: aux 16) 
One of the most proficient of the alternative 
comedians, demonstrating a talent for both 
slapstick and verbal abuse. His New 
Statesman TV persona is less compelling 
than those which preceded it, but has 


earned him a million-dollar Hollywood deal 
to work on Little Noises with Tatum О’ Neal 
and Drop Dead Fred with Phoebe Cates. 


DEBBIE HARRY 

(First appearance: arz 17) 
Overshadowed by Madonna in the Blonde 
Icon stakes, but made a brave attempt tc 
stea! back some of the limelight. After 
Blondie's demise she wandered around the 
Warho! art scene, occasionally breaking 
ranks to release an average record. Her 
recent Def, Dumb and Blonde LP was the 
best thing she'd done in years. Her film 
career continues to develop — next up is 
Tales From the Darkside, in which she plays a 
witch. 


MADONNA 
(First appearance: orz 19) 

A one-woman hurricane who, as Bette 
Midler said,"pulled herself up by her bra 
straps". Ferociously single-minded, her 
quest for fame has taken her from 
downtown New York clubs to being the 
most famous woman in the world. In 
February 1984 — in the same week ‘Holiday’ 
became her first British hit — she told BLITZ 
that she wanted a serious film role, "like 
Jessica Lange in Frances". Its the only 
unachieved ambition in her career to date. 
Eighteen hit singles, $90 million earnings in 
the past five years and $14 million from her 
most recent tour alone. Bad films, a failed 
marriage, the Pope's disapproval and a video 
company called Slutco haven't harmed her 
icon status. In the Nineties she will marry an 
American president. 
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нон GELDOF 
(fret appearance: surt: 20) 

Geldof's bumpy career to date has taken in 
punk, Live Aid and more recently the silly 
Vegetarians of Love project. The new 
album's lyrics elaborate on the inevitable 
pointlessness of trying to make a pop record 
after helping save hundreds of thousands of 
lives. He says that he's done his bit for 
consciousness raising, but one senses that 
Live Aid may have destroyed both his 
creative impulse and the opportunity to be 
just another pop singer. 


MURIEL GRAY 

(First appearance: surs 20) 
А sparky, assured TV presenter with little 
time for sacred cows. Made her name by 
vociferously arguing with Julien Temple and 
Mick Jagger on The Tube, before 
establishing herself as a witty front person 
for The Media Show. Regularly seen these 
days presenting the BBC Design Awards and 
sniping confidently іп the Sunday 
Correspondent, Comedian Jerry Sadowitz 
asked of her "ls that a haircut or her head 
unravelling?” 


PAUL MING 
(First nppearance: sur: 21) 
One-time singer with King until they split up 
in 1986. Now working as VJ for MTV's 
excellent 120 Minutes Show, the satellite 
station's most ‘alternative’ outlet for new 
groups. He also devotes much of his time to 
producing and encouraging other bands in 
the studio he set up himself. While he claims 
that MTV "have the vision and the desire to 
make Europe one nation under a groove", 
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he is more famous for being hung like a 
horse. 


FRANKIE GOES TO HOLLYWOOD 

(First npppearance: aurz 23) 
It could be argued that fortune never really 
smiled onthe Frankies. Their glory lasted just 
one year and ended in bitter recriminations 
and court cases. Even at the peak of their 
success — January to September 1984 — 
the remarkable feat of occupying the top 
two slots in the singles chart was over- 
shadowed by accusations that they couldn't 
play their instruments, were the producer's 
puppets and so on. Six years on, it's a little 
easier to see who were the survivors and 
who the victims. Holly Johnson has forged a 
successful solo existence all his own; Paul 
Rutherford is a minor celebrity, the music 
business equivalent of Su Pollard, famous 
for being famous; and The Lads? Well, 
they're back in their day jabs. 


GARY KEMP 
(Arat appearance: aurz 24) 

One-time champion of daft trousers with 
Spandau Ballet, his credibility was saved 
when he apoeared with his brother Martin 
in The Krays. Would like to continue acting 
but, as Spandau  Ballets popularity 
continues to soar in Italy and Germany, he 
feels he still has much to offer the musical 
world, The proposed Krays 2 has been put 
on hold and he may have no other option. 


MORRISSEY 
гає appearance: arr 25) 
In the mid-Eighties The Smiths galvanized 
misery, 


adolescent before Morrissey 
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embarked on a solo career that took in 
militant vegetarianism, increased self- 
isolation and global conquest. His clothes 
may be baggy, but musically his rigorous, if 
misquided dislike of dance music has left 
him out of step with his previous student 
audrence, most of whom now prefer 
Manchester s more Ecstasy-fuelled bands. А 
compilation of past glones, due for release 
in October, will also include one unreleased 
track; but Mozz is in no great hurry to 
produce new material, preferring no doubt 
the life of a norma! person to that of a pop 
idol, Equally, ЕМІ аге quite happy not to rush 
him, particularly since his reputation (and 
his back catalogue) is now in the ascendant 
in the States. 


PET SHOP BOYS 
(First appearance: витх 28) 

Perfect postmodernist popsters. Literate in 
the mechanics of pop thanks to Tennant's 
Smash Hits training, their new album — due 
in October — shouldn't disappoint, 
although it may surprise; the bulk of the 
album is "more mellow" than anything 
they've turned out over the last two years. 
Their official biography, Literally, will 
coincide with the LP's release. 


KATHARINE HAMNETT 
(Hrst appearance: surr 29) 

The most successful British ‘streetwise’ 
designer of the last ten years. Annoyed 
Thatcher in a 58% DON'T WANT PERSHING T-shirt 
in 1984, built up her empire and, through 
deals with Italian companies, has moved her 
entire manufacturing base to Italy The 
Hamnett Active range should double her 
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£20 million a year turnover. ls unsurprisingly 
optimistic about her future, if not thatof the 
world, Inevitably a Buddhist. 


FINE YOUNG CAMMINALS 
(First oppearonce: пыт SZ) 
Their first interview was in June 19855 autz 
and they've lived up to critical promises. 
Having cracked America musically, singer 
Roland Gift has furthered his acting career 
(developed in Sammie and Rose and 
Scandal) and is currently appearing in New 
York as Romeo in Hull Truck's Romeo and 
Juliet, If we are to believe one scene in the 
forthcoming The Handmaid's Tale movie, 
Fine Young Cannibals records will be played 
at American discos 100 years in the future. 
The other Cannibals, Andy and Dave, have 
been working with Prince Paul of De La Soul 
and have written and produced a song for 

Monie Love's new album. 


MILLY IDOL 
(Firz£t appearance: aurz 33) 

Written off in Britain at the start of the 
Eighties as a pouting has-been, he moved to 
America and somehow became a superstar 
If nothing else, his caricature menace and 
permanent sneer nas given him a strangely 
endearing cartoon charm. The motorcycle 
crash added a dash of vulnerability into the 
mix, bound to be heightened by his be- 
crutched appearance in Oliver Stone's 
upcoming Doors movie. 


MATT DILLON 

(First appearance: тит 34) 
Another champion of the sneer who 
deflected Bright New Hope accolades by 





B1 82 






JOMATMAM ROSS 


appearing in a string of ordinary flops. 
Critically resurrected in Drugstore Cowboy, 
his new film, А Kiss Before Dying, should 
continue the roll. 


PATSY KEMSIT 

(frst oppeorance: surz 34) 
First mentioned by Gary Crowley as Patsy 
Peapod in November 1983's BLITZ, Nick 
Knight photographed her for the magazine 
a year and a half later and practically had to 
restrain her physically from removing all her 
clothes for the camera. She's rather more 
modest these days. Her pop career with 
Eighth Wonder only really took off in Italy, 
where she continues to be lauded as a semi- 
deity. A burgeoning film career cost her a 
marriage to Terence Donovan's son Dan 
(although there is talk of a reconciliation) 
and she is set to base herself in LA, where 
she has just completed her latest film, 
Twenty-One — a portrait of a 21-year-old 
girl seen through her relationships with four 
different men. 


DAVID OWEN 
(first appearance: аит: 37) 

Co-founder of the SDP and one of the few 
people in the world to retain belief in it over 
any period of time. Eventually admitted 
defeat earlier this year, but says it is "too 
early" to think about his future. Known to 
his adrnirers as "the greatest Prime Minister 
Britain never had" and to the rest of the 
world as Doctor Death. 


ARNOLD SCHWARZENEGGER 
iFirst appearance: витх 39) 
Transcended the Stallone/Norris image with 
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Twins and Total Recall and used his political 
connections with George Bush 1o take up 
the chairmanship of the President's Council 
on Physical Fitness and Sports. A charming 
and surprisingly intelligent example of 
unpleasant muscle development. 


SAMANTHA FOX 

(First appearance: sur: 40) 
Not respected by her peers as much as Linda 
Lusardi or Maria Whittaker, Fox was still the 
most high-profile of Page Three girls. She 
got considerable exposure, so to speak, to 
homesick squaddies during the Falklands 
War, but spent the end of the Eighties 
nurturing а pop career, first here and more 
recently іп America. Paul Morley 
interviewed her for BLITZ in a restaurant and 
managed to reduce her to tears. As for ner 
future, she says that she will never strip 
again. 


кин LIVINGSTONE 
(first oppeorance: atirz 40) 
Béte noire of the tabloids during the closure 
of the GLC, hrs love for newts and assertion 
that everyone is bisexual ensured election as 
MP for Brent. Something of а cosy 
peripheral figure these days, he looks back 
on the GLC period as "a great time”. 


PHIL DANIELS 
(First appearance: avr 42) 
An assured oik in Quadrophenia, and а 
couple of Mike Leigh films, his career 
seemed to have come to a halt by the end of 
the Eighties, before getting a much needed 
shot in the arm from the stage version of A 
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Clockwork Orange. Currently enjoying 
fatherhood and trying to come to terms 
with his permanently teenage looks. 


PRANK BRUNO 
(First appearance: nurs 4x) 

Chirpy, camera-friendly star of pantomimes 
who 15 still considering whether all the 
money in the world is enough to make up for 
being hit very hard by Mike Tyson Did better 
than most against Iron Mike, but appears tà 
have decided that the Henry Cooper path to 
product endorsement is more lucrative and 
less painful. For him, if not for us, 


DENNIS POTTER 

(First appearance: aurz 47) 
Skin disease, sexual repression and dodgy 
reworkings of his experience being 
interviewed for BLITZ by Jon Wilde helped 
guide Potters career through Hollywood 
financing, critical acclaim and, lately, mass 
boredom. Spends much time chain- 
smoking on TV these days, although he 15 
working on two film scripts and a new novel 
of which па details are being revealed. 
Blackeyes found few fans and it's hard tosee 
the film version that was shot at the same 
time doing any better, should it see the light 
of day. TV executives who have worked with 
Potter have been known to whisper sotto 
voce, "He's completely mad, you know. 
Brilliant. But insane." 


JEPPREY BERNARD 
(rst appearance: nure 49) 
The message “Jeffrey Bernard is unwell” 
started as an apologetic tag to his columns 
in The Spectator, documenting his alcoholic 





excesses. Turned into a play by Keith 
Waterhouse, it made Bernard enough 
money to be able to spend his autumn years 
in relative comfort. 


JONATHAN ROSS 
(First oppeoronce: пите 40) 

He first turned up in the aurz offices as a 
researcher for Channel 4's Soul Train — the 
programme covered our 1984 Designer 
Denim Jacket exhibition. — Shortly 
afterwards, when his Last Resort series 
started, he claimed, "I don't want to be Terry 
Wogan." These days he fills in for Wogan, 
butunlike Terry, also advertises baked beans 
and building societies for vast amounts of 
money. His contract with the BBC and 
increased confidence, plus the 
entertainment value of his Incredibly 
Strange Film Show (а second series of 
which has just been recorded) suggests that 
he'll be more than the flash in the pan that so 
many people had hoped 


SPIKE LEM 
frat nppeoranmce: ar #7) 

A market leader in black consciousness 
raising. A couple of Interesting independent 
films prepared him for the critically adored 
Do the Right Thing, while his ad slots for 
Mike as Mars Blackman managed both to 
roll in the money and contribute to an 
environment where kids get killed for their 
shoes. New projects include Мо” Better 
Blues and Jungle Fever, the latter likely to 
cause controversy Over its depiction of a 
relationship between a white Brooklyn 
woman and an African Атегісап, inspired 
by last year's Bensonhurst killing, @ 








PURDEY'S axi vie 


MORE RHYTHM, LESS BLUES 





¡AMS! The 
most warmly welcomed  saxo- 
phanist since Courtney Pine, 
Williamson's debut album A Waltz 


for Grace — which sold іп 
exceptionally large quantities for a 
jazz album — has put him among 





' Saxophonist 
Tommy Smith has had an eclectic 
upbringing. Born in Luton but raised 
in Edinburgh, he received a partial 


scholarship ас the prestigious 
Berklee College of Music in Boston, 
eventually becoming the first British 


the ranks of those who are not just ТҮ PINE The UK's first jazz superstar. Britain has no artist to be signed by Blue Note — 
technically gifted, but talented indigenous history of jazz, Pine's success set record company A&R men the world's most famous jazz label. 
writers of their own music. Starting scurrying to jazz venues all over the country as they realized the music's Known for his technical expertise (a 
his career as part of Courtney commercial potential, Forming the Jazz Warriors — a black big band that classical composition is due for 
Pine's innovative Jazz Warriors, has acted as a breeding ground for many of Britain's jazz musicians — from performance with the Scottish 


Williamson put together his own 
band in the lace Eighties. His electric 
live performances were soon 
packing jazz venues all over London, 
earning him a reputation that was 
soon acknowledged by a signing to 
Polydor Operating on an experi- 
mental plane Williamson looks set 
to push back the frontiers of British 
jazz with his exceptional talent. 


Despite taking up the 
saxophoneat the ripe old 
age of 19, Andy Sheppard 
has paid his dues the hard 
way. Having absorbed a 
diverse blend of in- 
fluences, ranging from 
African beats to John 
Coltrane, Sheppard could just as 
easily be classified in world music as 
jazz. His most recent album, Soft on 
the Inside, was the result ofa twelve- 
day collaboration with a multi- 
national fifteen-member big band. A 
film of the occasion shows Sheppard 
to be the possessor not only of a 
prodigious musical talent, but also 
that prerequisite ofabig band leader, 
a cool head. 















а string of phone numbers scribbled 
down at clubs, Pine has coped with 
the pressure of his high profile while 
retaining his search for a personal 
vision, which has seen him develop a 
style somewhere between John 
Coltrane and Sonny Rollins. At 25, 
he's recently produced his reggae- 
tinged fourth album, produced by 
the Jamaican giant Gussie Clarke. 
Another album, jazzier this time, is 
expected at the beginning of next 
year. 


T Where British jazz 
meets ex-|ames Brown sideman 
Fred Wesley and Jimmy Smith. 
Shaking off a reputation as ап organ- 
based mod combo, JTQ have 
emerged as one of the earthiest live 
bands on the jazz circuit. Their first 
hit was a reworking of the theme 


Chamber Orchestra this autumn), 
he's occasionally criticized for a 
somewhat sombre, perfectionist's 
approach to his craft. Earning a living 
from the tenor saxophone since the 
age of 16, he's progressed up che jazz 
ladder with remarkable speed, 
releasing his second Blue Note 
album, Peeping Tom, last May. It’s а 
more confident and sustained work 


than his first, Step by Step, and may 
well help him on his way to achieving 
his declared intention of conquering 
the US. 





tune from Seventies cop show Starsky & Hutch. Their two subsequent 
albums, Wait a Minute and Get Organised, have demonstrated the power 
and diversity of this tough organ-funk band. Watch out fora new album, 


Do Your Own Thing,this autumn. 





Hearing Jason Rebellos piano 
playing, it's not surprising tà learn that he's a graduate of 
the Guildhall School of Music, Rebello first received 
recognition when he won Wire magazines ‘Most 
Promising Newcomer’ award in 1988. Since then he's 
developed a style that absorbs influences ranging fram 
bop to Latin, and Rebello's music is just as comfortable on 
the dancefloorasinthe concert hall. Find out for yourself 
later inthe year when he releases his first solo album. His 
musical ability, combined with boyish good looks, are set 
to make him the next British jazz superstar. 





One of 


the most dynamic live bands currently doing 
the rounds, The Brand New Heavies have 
firmly established themselves as a band at 
the curting edge of contemporary jazz 
dance. In the mid-Eighties, under the name 
Diana Brown and the Brothers, they were at 
the heart of the rare groove scene. А change 
of line-up in 1987 was followed by the new 
name and, earlier this year, an eponymous 
debut album on Acid Jazz records. Look out 
for their latest single, 'Dream Come True', 
on a dancefloor close to you in the near 
future. 


Camden Lock, 
London NI The Sunday afternoon 
jazz dance session at Dingwalls 
continues at the vanguard of new 
wave British jazz. D]s Gilles Peterson 
and Patrick Forge spin an 
intoxicating blend of sounds from 
bop to samba for an enthusiastic, 
relaxed crowd who produce the 
best dancing in London. Come 
prepared to sweat in the finest 
atmosphere this side of the Rio 
carnival, 


56 
Newington Green, London NI7 
А hang-out for jazz buffs and Stoke 
Mewington's upwardly mobile set 
alike, The Jazz Café has a relaxed, 
out-of-town atmosphere. With а 
good range of beverages (including 
Purdey's, naturally!) and cheery 
vegetarian fare, The Jazz Caff — as 
it's more commonly known — is 
rarely anything but packed, and, 
with a growing reputation for 
attracting the cream of London's 
musical talent, plans are afoot for 
expansion. 


; 47 Frith 
Street, London WI Haunt of the 
well-heeled jazz fan, Ronnie Scott's 
has become something of a Soho 
institution over the thirty years of 
its existence. World-class jazz is 
guaranteed almost every night of 
the week to an appreciative, more 
sophisticated crowd. Always busy. 
the venue's excellent membership 
scheme makes it accessible even to 
those on the tightest of budgets. If 
you're lucky you'll actually catch the 
grand old man of British jazz himself, 
Ronnie Scott, Be warned, his jokes 
are renowned as the corniest this 
side of a Carry On movie. 


100 Oxford Street, 
London WI Despite stiff 
competition, the 100 Club still hosts 
two nights of dancefloor jazz aweek 
courtesy of the godfather of jazz 
Djs, Paul Murphy. Attracting top- 
quality musicians from both sides of 
the Atlantic, its intimacy makes it a 
great place to watch live music. 


HE 139—141 Stoke 
Newington Church Street, 
London N ié Another of the venues 
which make Stoke Newington 
something of a nerve centre for 
British jazz, the Vortex is relatively 
new and maintains a relaxed and 
intimate atmosphere, Take note, if 
you left your wallet at home, you can 
stand outside — like Francis Paudras 
in Round Midnight — where the 
music is perfectly audible. 


373 Lonsdale 
Road, London SWI3 Flying the 
flag for South London is the Bull's 
Head in Barnes, a pub venue which 
has nevertheless had an impressive 
list of musicians passing through its 
hallowed portals. Packed and smoky, 
it attracts an older, more erudite 
crowd who sip pints while enjoying 
music that's on seven nights а week. 





10 Dean 
Street, London WI The original 
Pizza Express restaurant, a short 
walk from Ronnie Scott's in London's 
Soho, doubles as a live jazz venue. 
The downstairs restaurant features 
music two or three night a week, 
courtesy of the Pizza Express All- 
Stars. Be warned — you need to 
book. The Pizza Express manage- 
mentare also responsible for putting 
the annual Soho Jazz Festival 
together — amust for real jazz fans, 


85 Coronet 
Street, London NI Possibly the 
most cramped jazz venue in London, 
and that's saying something, but 
nevertheless an excellent bet for 
both dancefloor jazz and live music, 
In particular, the Bass Clef has a 
reputation for attracting unusual 
African and Latin acts. It's best to 
arrive prepared то shed a few 
pounds — it always feels several 
degrees warmer than street tem- 
perature in there, 





Purdey'sistheexciting new pick-me-up for people living a high speed 
lifestyle. Specially formulated as a refreshing. sparkling multi- 
vitamin drink, Purdey's helps restore lost vitality, adding sparkle 
however fast the pace. 

Modern urban living is not only about working too hard, but also 
playing too hard: about dealing all day and dancing all night. Today's 
high-flvers need to be at their best all the time — but too much tea or 
coffee, sugar or alcohol is only detrimental to one's health. 

Purdey's is the sparkling alternative — lively and natural. It's 
based on a traditional formula of multivitamins and herbs including 
vitamin B complex and vitamin C, damiana, bayberry, prickly ash 
bark and Korean ginseng. 

Blended with spring water, the result is a unique and refreshing 
taste, packaged in a silver bottle as individual as the drink itself. 


If you'd like to sample Purdey's for yourself, simply send a postcard 
with your name and address clearly printed to Purdey's Offer (BLITZ), 
PO Box 21, Godalming, Surrey GU17 1Y5, If you're one of the first 100 
replies, we'll send you a bottle of Purdey's free of charge. 


RETROSPECTIVE 


EXPOSURE 2 

In 1987, Ebury Press 
published EXPOSURE, a 
volume of the best 


photographic images 
The Best of from the first seven years 
10 years of of BLITZ. We don't believe 


in repeating ourselves — 


BLITZ on the following pages 


are a selection of BLITZ 


images from the three 
years since then. 





PHIL BAINES, typographer. Photograph by STEVE SPELLER 





HARRY ENFIELD, comedian. Photograph by STEVE SPELLER 
JEREMY LESLIE 


Ten of the best... 
Photographers and their 
work can be divided into 
three categories. The sad 
majority consists of those 
who should have had 
their cameras confiscated 
long before they bought 
their aluminium cases. Of 
the remainder, most will 
lose interest in the 
medium itself, but will 
earn a living and be 
universally thought of as 
‘professional’. The vast 
minority — represented 
here — are the ones who 
are passionate about 
photography, will get the 
job done despite the 
absurd circumstances, and 
return laughing at the 
way their camera has, for 
instance, distorted kind 
Mr Archer's face. 


PIETER DIRK-UYS, political satirist. Photograph by RICHARD DEAN 


Jeremy Leslie was art director of 
BLITZ from November 1984 to 
March 1987. He now runs nis own 
design studio 








TOM WAITS, singer. Photograph by GINO SPRIO 





WIM WENDERS, film director 
Photograph by STEVE DOUBLE 


Analysis and research will always furnish us 
wilh movements, themes and trends. Many of 
the top moments of the last ten years, 
however, cannot be simply gridlocked into 
any "Ha! That was the Eighties for you!" 
schema, unless we're contending that this 
was the most Prolean of decades. In fact, the 
radiance of some of these events, and the 
collective hysteria Іһеу engendered, is such 
that in one or two cases it's hard to confirm 
their precise dales. 


1 The death on February 4th 1983 of KAREN 
CARPENTER. She'd done nothing worth 
speaking of in years, but her death meant 
time for reappraisal of the previously 
disregarded masterworks 'Goodbye to Love', 
Only Yesterday', and The Carpenters 
otherworldly interpretation of ‘Ticket to Ride’. 


2 STEVE CRAM breaking the world mile 
record in Oslo in 1985 апа then decimating 
the field in the following year's 
Commonwealth Games 1,500 metres final. 
These events, combined with the burgeoning 
success throughout the decade of both the 
Great North Run and the London Marathon. 
helped erase the memory of such atrocities 
as the case of that athletic pond-life who 
jumped the passport queue, viz Zola Budd. 


3 The emergence in 1988 of DC Comics’ 
HELLBLAZER , the story o! South London 
punk existentialist-cum-occultist John 
Constantine. 


4 BUCK'S FIZZ scorching home in the 1981 
Eurovision Song Contest with 'Making Your 
Mind Up’, without knickers or any sense of 


syncopation. 
ANDY DARLING 
First appearance: ісе 5 The publication іп 1988 о! HARRY 
hockey report, BLITZ 50 CREWS novel The Knockout Artist and the 


consequent reappraisal of his earlier works, 
all of them dealing with the grim, perverse 
tragicomic side of America's deepest South. 
The Providence Sunday Journal declared, 

The Knockout Artist is meat and potatoes 
witn Spanish fly seasoning... outstanding!" 
and Madonna recently purchased the film 
rights. 


6 THE LAMBRETTAS lip-synching their 
minor hit, the irrepressibly catchy 'Da-a-ance 
(follow-up to the smash ‘Poison Ivy") on The 
Moondogs TV show. 





7 THE 1980 WORLD WELTERWEIGHT TITLE fight between Roberto Duran and 
Sugar Ray Leonard. Leonard lost but learned everything he would ever need Io know about 
the sweet science of bruising; as a result he became the best ring perfarmer of the decade 
and outwitted the second- and third-best performers, Marvin Hagler and Thomas Hearns. 
In the rematch witn Duran, who weighed little more than 10 stone yet once knocked out à 
fully grown horse with a single punch, Leonard so overwhelmed his opponent that Duran 
was seen to clutch his own stomach and cry, "No mas! 


8 The majesty of DEREK WILTON in Coronation Street. As the northern soap floundered 
in the mid-Eighties, psychological drama was temporarily dispensed with and Wilton the 
buffoon appeared, walking into lampposts, backpedalling atrociously when caught in 
trysts with Mavis Riley, but always ready with a handy literary quote. His appearance on the 
roof of the novelty factory, when his Father Christmas routine went drastically wrong, will 
never be forgotten. 


9 The 1982 publication af RAMSEY CAMBELL 5 incarnate, the decade's top horror 
novel, investigating the energies of dreams and the return of the repressed. '/ncarnate is 
boiled beef and carrots with hemlack seasoning... autstanding! said The Providence 
sunday Journal. 


10 The June 1990 appearance on Vic Reeves' Big Night Ош! of comedy ramblers 
TINKER'S RUCKSACK, with their “Oh, it isn't all walking” refrain and a song which 
miraculously coupled the lines "the spirit of 75 / When Frampton came alive”. 

Andy Darling is a regular contributor to BLITZ 
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MICHAEL BRACEWELL 
First appearance: (as writer) on sex books, 
BLITZ 69; (as subject — novelist) BLITZ 62. 


ANDREW RENTON 
First appearance: the death of post- 
modernism, BLITZ 72. 


JULIAN BROAD 


Over the past ten years, there was not so much a 
pattern of cultural incidents as a divergence of 
cultural intentions. This was the coming of age and 
swan song of postmodernism. Virtually all cultural 
values became infinitely transferable, thus making 
the significance of phenomena wholly dépendent 
upon subjective interpretations as opposed to 
understood truths. The First Direct campaign ran 
concurrently with global transmission of the collapse 
of Eastern Bloc dictatorships, and it was only а 
question of time before both could be debated with 
equal seriousness on late-night TV. The absence of 
religion is significant. 


1DEATH OF ANDY WARHOL (February 22nd 
1987) 

The only artist to play the 20th century at its own 
game and win. "| really miss you, I really miss your 
mind / | havent heard ideas like that in such a long 
tima." (Hello, It's Ме, by John Cale and Lou Reed 
нот Songs for Drella). 


2 BLACK MONDAY (October 19th 1987) 

The buck stopped here. Reality was an illusion, and 
illusions could be dispelled. "Does you does or does 
you dont take Access?" said the stockbroker to the 
Porsche dealer. A short future in short futures. JEFFREY ARCHER, novelist. Photograph by RICHARD DEAN 





3 BLUE MONDAY (New Order, 1982) 
How did it feel? (There's always someone there to 
remind us.) 


4 THE DEATH OF SAMUEL BECKETT 
(December 22nd 1989) 

The last modernist. The last postmodernist. Beckett 
transcended all the major artistic movements of the 
century, was always out of his time. His death was 
announced on the same day thal the Ceausescus 
were shot. 


5 THIRTYSOMETHING 
Real-time miserablism with art status and Jewish 
quilt. Post-therapy soap opera. 


6 MADONNA — Like a Virgin (1984) 

The absolute art of manipulative sexuality, and the 
inspiration for a generation and a half of wannabees. 
'Material Girl’ pre-echoed Gordon Gekko's 'Greed Is 
Good' dictum, and ‘Like a Virgin’ proved that 
anything, even virginity, could be bought and re- 
packaged. 


LEONARD COHEN, singer. Photograph by ROBIN BARTON 





" 
7 NEIGHBOURS/KYLIE 


Two hundred years alter the event, the discovery of 
Australia. Pre-pubescent soap opera. 





8 FAXING PJ O'ROURKE, Journalist. Photograph by MARK HARRISON 


Twenty years ago a mere glint in the eye of The Man 
From UNCLE — now a reality. Precludes the possibility 
of the eternal get-out clause, "It's in the post." 


9 THE MARKS & SPENCER SANDWICH 

A new line for a new line: chicken and grape, 
poached salmon and watercress, brie and dale. 
An altogether more thrilling filling. 


10 RAISED CONSCIENCE 
Philanthropy and paranoia naw co-exist. If we haven't 
destroyed it already, we've given il away. 


Michael Bracewell is a regular contributor to BLITZ. 
His most recent novel, Divine Concepts of Physical 
Beauty, comes out in paperback in September this 
year 

Andrew Renton is a regular contributor to BLITZ. He is 
also British correspondent for Flash Art 
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JASPER CONRAN, designer. Photograph by RUSSELL YOUNG 


JOHN HIND 


First appearance: Terry Jones interview, BLITZ 52 


1 JIM BAKKER’S APOLOGY 

Classic 'telememories (sorry) of a weeping man 
squeaking, "| have si-i-inned against yooou, oh L-lord" 
Tear-drenched close-up images of a millionaire 
superstar caught off-guard, nestling his biblical 
cranium between the bazockas of a motel paramour. 
Or was that Jimmy Swaggart (who'd cailed Bakker “a 
cancer an the body of Christ")? No, both. American 
televangelists had all the best names of the last ten 
years. Jim Bakker. Tammy Faye Bakker, Jerry Fallwell. 
Pat 'President' Robertson. Oral Roberts. On May 6th 
1987 the governing body of The Assembly of God 
emerged from congress in Springfield, Missouri and 
announced impeccably, "Mr James Bakker has been 
stripped!" Lovely. 


2 ¡AN McCASKILL'S "HELL-00000” 

lan McCaskill, demarcator of days, weatherman of the 
decade, never let us down or got us down, weather 
aside. He has honed the finest "Hell-ooo" in history. 
Now he is resting on his laurels somewhat; coming up 
with the occasional cream-inducing intro-line such as, 
"The loveliness just goes onnn and on." Years of 
questions. Is lan as nice as ne looks? Is he actually rat- 
arsed... as pissed as a fart? Or is that just his 
spectacles? Whatever, can there ever be a finer man? 


3 HURRICANE HIGGINS' CRUTCHES 
The Peoples Champion against Steve Davis, 1988. 'The 
Rat-Arsed Hurricane' arrived late, face bedecked with 


5 






scars and sores, appearing through the stage curtains 
on crutches, moving like a man with his backside in 
flames. He played the snooker table on one bouncing 
foot. No one laughed. Afterwards, interviewed by 
Dickie Davis, he explained that his left foot was 
"broken in so many places that if | put my weight on it, it 
would just disintegrate. So consequently | couldn't get 
speed off the table at all". 


4 CHRISTY TURLINGTON'S LEFT EYEBROW 
Chris. The model who, prior to her current more gaunt 
and cropped look, made a career of raising her left 
eyebrow. Finest eyebrow of the last ten years. Athenian 
men have fought bloody duels over lesser eyebrows 
than these. 


5 SUE LAWLEY'S LESBIANS 

Or were they not lesbians? | can't remember The 
invaders of the BBC News, with the baying voices. 
They redefined the concept of throwing oneseif under 
a horse. They brought hope to PMT-sufferers 
everywhere, by which | include myself. Professional 
Sue, a career gal if ever there was one, responded with 
the postfeminist performance of her lifetime. In another 
ten or twenty years, of course, women will rule the 
world. 


6 HILDA'S TIGHTLY CLENCHED BUTTOCKS 
She shook us all up. Dear Old Maggie T. Grantham's 
finest! Britain needed her! She has dominated the 


BERNARDO BERTOLUCCI, film director. Photograph by JULIAN BROAD 


nation's conversations tor over ten years. Let her get on 
with it. Who's the alternative — Glenys Kinnock? 


7 BRUCE FORSYTH'S SKATTING 

Happy memories of the outrageous Bruce Forsyth 
singing and skatting with A! Jarreau, while hosting the 
Wogan show in fine style some years ago. "Does 
anyone want to go dancing ‘pon the roof?” they 
duetted, improvising rhythm changes, melodious 
skats, jigs and mutua! admiration. 


8 THE SHEATH SALESMAN'S FINGER 

Fine news. Of the man who had his finger bitten off 
dunng a braw! at a sales conference for condom- 
makers in Brighton, 1987 No more poignant event 
occurred during the last ten years. 


9 THE PRANKSTER'S PIG 

Five years ago a pig named Arthur was dumped in a 
residential garden in Hove, Sussex with a note 
attached saying, "I stink to high heaven." We are born 
and live for moments like these. 


10 AMSTRAD'S PCW8256 

Technology. Telephones and planes. Photocopiers апа 
mucky videos. Off-peak phone lines at 38p a minute. 
Cameras. Portaphones. Round paper packages tied 
up with string. These are a few of my favourite things. 
"Fax that man à ream of blank foolscap paper!" To top 
the lot, the exquisite gut-wrenching pain of seeing 
2,000 impeccably crafted words disappear sideways 
off the screen of an Amstrad PCWB8256, never to be 
seen again. Lovely. In another ten or twenty years, of 
course, computers — with female voices — will rule 
the world. 


John Hind is a regular contributor to BLITZ. His book 
The Comic Inquisition will be published by Virgin/WH 
Allen later this year 
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KIM BOWEN 
First appearance: (as stylist) ‘In Season’ fashion story, BLITZ 58; 
(as subject — manageress of New Romantic fashion store PX) 


BLITZ 4. 


To describe the impact of the most important events 
and circumstances of ten years of one's life is not an 
easy task. To sift through a' billion different feelings, 
thoughts and reactions to find the ten truths 
demands hours of soul-searching — or in my case, 
hours of avoiding it. 


1 LOVE played no small part in my activities over the 
last decade. | married and travelled to Australia with 
a fool. Living in a foreign place where you are known 
by no one and obliged to descend shakily from your 
laurels and do something is an exhilarating 
experience; it is only a shame that the marriage did 
not malch up. 

Back in England the merry-go-round speeded up 
as | jumped on, then predictably enough got thrown 
off again before too long. | no longer have a ‘live-in 
lover’ and everyone concerned is much better off for 
it. 


2 Inthe last ten years my TRAVELS have taken me 
to America, Australasia, Europe, Southeast Asia and 
Eastern Europe and it's not enough. И | could spend 
six months of the year lost on some foreign road, 
squinting at a map, nothing could suil me better. 


3 Watching BOBBY SANDS starve himself slowly to 
his death on May 5th 1881 — to be followed by nine 
other hunger strikers, the last of whom died on 
August 20th of that year — was torturous. My 
previous feelings of disgust for Margaret Thatcher 
grew to hatred, as she blathered on in her carefully 
elocuted voice about how we must not give in to 
these terrorists, and a crime is a crime is a 

crime... etc. 


4 While maintaining a healthy level of suspicion 
toward the South African government and their 
tactics, | spent the day о! NELSON MANDELA 5 
release with my eyes constantly brimming with tears. 
| never dared hope to see Mandela free. The beauty 
of that day and all that his freedom represents will 
nourish my lifelong hope for racial equality 
everywhere. In this category | aiso include the 
dismantling of the Berlin Wall and the great changes 
in Eastern Europe. While in Moscow earlier this year, | 
overheard the following exchange between а 
freelance American hairdresser and a Russian 
student. "So, Danilo," asked Ihe student, "if you are 
freelance, that means that you can work wherever 
you choose, with whom you want, when you want; 15 
this true?" When Danilo confirmed this to be the 
case, Gleb, the young Russian man, held his head in 
his hands and burst into tears. 


5^ THIERRY MUGLER JACKET. which caused 
me to scream when I first saw it on the catwalk. Now 
itis mine, Never has anything been more jealously 
guarded or more deeply loved. 


6 As an avid devourer of all magazines, my favourite 
of the last decade has consistently been VANITY 
FAIR, the jewel of Condé Nast America. Edited by 
the British Tina Brown, who formerly headed Taller 
when it was worth reading, she took key Tatlerites 
Miles Chapman and Michael Roberts to New York 
and established this perspicacious and glamorous 
monthly. 


7 Watching the SUCCESS OF MY FRIENDS has 
been a source of pleasure and wonder, The caprices 
of fate have woven their intriguing dance: some of my 
friends have been and remain Number 1 pop stars in 
every corner of the planet; one man has built a new 
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RACHEL EVANS, artist. Photograph by LEWIS MULATERO 








KEN RUSSELL, film director. Photograph by GINO SPRIO 
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PETER MANDELSON, former Director of Campaigns and Communications 
for The Labour Party. Photograph by STEVE SPELLER 


kind of plastic hip, designed to reduce the trauma of 
hip operations by at least 50 percent; others have 
fought with varying degrees of success against both 
drink and drug addiction; and one documentary 
queen continually hangs sideways off the sides of 


mountains, constantly ignoring my ferocious chiding. 


Ав Ralph Waldo Emerson said, "A friend may well be 
reckoned the masterpiece of nature." 


B HIP-HOP was the first and greatest new musical 
development of the last decade. Issuing forth from 
the throats of the mighty and the meek comes the 
language of dispossessed America, extremely 
culturally aware, although sometimes filthily sexist 
and homophobic. Unlike acid house, which is an 
obvious progression from disco music (whal do tne 
purple-trousered brigade think people danced to 








before they arrived’), hip-hop is a natural hybrid and 
a voice of the future. 


9 The writers who clawed al my heart in the past 
decade are too numerous to name. But when | 
learned that TRUMAN CAPOTE hac died | wanted 
to smash something; he simply did not write enough. 


10 Finally AIDS. the cruel disease that has stolen 
some of my friends, and doubtless will take many 
more. May | express a fervent wish that ignorant 
prejudices regarding the disease break down 
quickly and that a cure can be found. Fast. 


Kim Bowen is contributing fashion editor at BLITZ. 
She also contributes to the Sunday Correspondent 
magazine, LA Style and The Manipulator 


KEITH ALLEN, comic actor. Photograph by RICHARD DEAN 
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MICHAEL CHIKLIS, actor. Photograph by PETER ROBATHAN 
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JIM SHELLEY 
First appearance: Quando Quango 
interview, BLITZ 19. 


CHRISTOPHE GOWANS 
Ten of the best... 
Shooting someone for 
BLITZ can be hell: Peter 
Mandelson can spare two 
minutes and will not 
smile; Ken Russell reckons 
he should be taking the 
picture himself; Rowland 
Rivron requires a twenty- 
four-hour pub crawl. Buta 
BLITZ photographer can 
rise above these things 
and produce beautiful 
work, For the hell of it. 


Christophe Gowans is the current 
art director of BLITZ 








Something is over. | don't know what, out this is its 
obituary, its memorial. I'm with Evelyn Waugh. Foreign 
news is not news. It's someone else's news. | took the last 
ten years personally. Intensely personally. 

Did Gorbachev taking power matter more (to me) than 
The Clash splitting up, Ron Atkinson leaving Man Utd. 
McEnroe or Higgins striking blows for the uncomfortable 
uncomłormist, the extremist? | don't think so. Brighton 
Zap Club, Brian Hayes leaving LBC, Cathy Hytner 


. leaving Countdown, Hill Street Blues ending, Mondays at 


Heaven, Meg, my Granddad dying: MY YOUTH 
ESCAPING ME. 

MORRISSEY mattered to me a quite horrible amount. 
First words were: "The only thing to be, in 1983, is 
handsome." My review ol The Smiths Hacienda show 
was my first and their first. My name on their first album, 
the Meat Is Murder tour, travelling to the show in Home, 
leaving Siena to write sleevenotes for The Queen Is 
Dead, falling out, turning down a lot of loot to tell tales, 
still all matter to me. By 1999, Morrissey will have proven 
himself to be the best wnter England has produced since 
Joe Orton. His absence is a hole in my life. 

Writing tor a magazine doesnt matter but и mattered lo 
me. Magazines are one of my addictions. Making the 
front page of I! Giorno and INTERVIEWS with John 
Malkovich, Lauren Hutton, Gore Vidal, Ayrton Senna, 
Cicciolina, Anthony Burgess, Spike Milligan, Vivienne 
Westwood, Bertolucci and Grace Jones have been my 
privilege. 

Being in Brighton when the Grand was bombed and 
the last chance went. ENGLAND became a place to 
visit rather than to live — flogging off the water/ 
electricity/telephones, abolishing the GLC, abolishing 
the dole and the right to party. English inertia. Health 
service angels mattered to me and my diseases. Getting 
cured. AIDS mattered — sexual freedom is as important 
as any. Sexual inhibition is unhealthy. 

Necessary English things: all-night restaurants/pool 
halls/licensing laws. Sunday trading. Abolition of cover 
versions. Legalized prostitution. 

Getting ош of England — TRAVELLING to Dublin, 
Paris, Turin, Naples. Watching Maradona, Prince in Milan, 
FYC tour of California and Heysel in Siena. The Siena 
Palio, New Orleans Mardi Gras, Venice Carnival, Hotel 17 
in New York, Barcelona Ramblas, my two dirty tattoos, 
my love life in Florence. 

STIMULANTS: Nastassja Kinski. Malkovich, Swans 
live, Morten Harkett, George Best, Robert Mapplethorpe, 
Chinese twins, Hamnett, Public Enemy, Iggy, G&G, 
Moschino, Jenny Holzer, Lynx, Desmond Tutu, Quentin 
Crisp, the Animal Liberation Front. Hoodlum Priest. 
Touching deaths — Orson Welles, Nico, Beckett, Damon 
Grant, Curtis, the Labour Party, Dexter Gordon, Berlin 
Wall, James Mason, Truman Capote. 

TWENTY MOVING MOVIES: Fureka, White of [he 
Eye, Bad Timing, The Fourth Man, Manhunter, 
Dangerous Liaisons, Aliens, Jesus of Montreal, Paris, 
Texas, Cop, Do the Right Thing, Being There, Wings of 
Desire, insignificance, Jagged Edge. Death in a French 
Garden, Southern Comfort, The Hitcher, Blue Velvet, Law 
of Desire. 

VINYL ART. Ten LPs: Closer, Hounds of Love, The 
Pretenders singles album, Cut (The Slits), Murder, Magic 
& [he Weather, Sulk, Blue Bell Knoll, Spirit of Eden, The 
Story of The Clash, Technique. Ten Songs: ‘This 
Charming Man’, ‘Union City Blue’, When U Were Mine‘, 
'David' (Scars), ‘Dreams Made Flesh’ (Lisa Gerrard), 
‘Trouble in Mind’ (Marianne F), “Мо (The Associates), 
‘Cherish’ (Madonna), ‘Stupid Child’ (Swans), Billie Jean. 

FRIENDS are all that really matter. Love and affection 
to: RAB, BM, TG. AJ, RO, PL, JJW, IH, PH and DNZ. 


Jim Shelley is a regular contributor to BLITZ 





PETER SYLVEIRE, gallery owner. Photograph by HOWARD SOOLEY 





STEVEN SODERBERGH, film director. Photograph by JAYNE WEXLER 


JAMIE ROSE, video director. Photograph by WILDE & ВЕНЯЕМОТ 


« 


| ы 








JIM JARMUSCH, flim director 
Photograph by ROBIN BARTON 
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ROWLAND RIVRON, comic actor. Photograph by ЕНІС GAUSTER 


JON WILDE 


First appearance: Cocteau Twins interview, BLITZ 21 


1 THE RESURRECTION OF HUBERT SELBY JR 
For twenty-live years, Selby s genius had been the 
best Кер! secret in American literature. By the middle 
of the Eighties he found himself at the end of his 
rope, broke in every conceivable sense, after a 
nightmarish journey through addiction and surgery. 
His books were oul of print and he had been virtually 
scrubbed out of history. Then, with Bernd Eichinger's 
movie version of Last Exit to Brooklyn, this heroic 
author was rescued from a grim oblivion. Poetic 
justice. 


2ROY ORBISON'S LAST BRITISH SHOW 

In November 1987 thirteen months before his death, 
Roy Orbison played what would be his last British 
show before a packed house of 500 at Harlesden's 
Mean Fiddler. It was a chilling tour through his 
greatest songs — ‘Only the Lonely’, In Dreams’, 
‘Blue Angel’, ‘Running Scared’ — those timeless 
metaphysical pagans to love and loneliness. It was 
simply the greatest show ever seen, We miss you 
Roy. 


3 THE DEATH OF HENRY MILLER 

The randy vagabond of American letters died in June 
1980, at the age of 88, just hours after thrashing 
Norman Mailer on the ping-pong table at a literary 
congress in Chicago. "He worked the way he 
fucked," Mailer once said. “All the roar of passion. 
the flaming poetry, the passing crazy wit, and not an 
instant of intellectual precision, no products of Mind 
but insights instead which smack the brain like a 
bouncy tit which ploos ІШІ of fucking happy 
presence over your nostrils." The greatest erection of 
the 20th century. 


4 THE SINGING DETECTIVE 

With The Singing Detective, Dennis Potter confirmed 
his position as televisions consummate playwright. 
The scene involving Joanne Whalley, Michael 
Gambon and the tube of soothing cream still keeps 
me awake at nights. Almost as memorable as the 
moment when Polter shook my hand and compared 
me to the young Brian Clough, "when he was 
knocking goals in for Middlesbrough". After that, | 
could even forgive him for the slobbering wank of 
Blackeyes. 





5 PAUL GASCOIGNE 

Worthy of inclusion purely for that glorious moment in 
the World Cup game against Holland when he 
waggled his hips, lurned on a sixpence and ghosted 
past two defenders like vintage Best or Cruyff. After 
fifteen years without à genuine soccer folk hero, the 
British game has found a cheeky sod who can 
dribole and jink, juggle and swank, always willing to 
attempt the impossible. Gascoigne might lack the 
natural grace of Stanley Bowles, Alan Hudson, Tony 
Currie and Duncan McKenzie, but unlike the flair 
merchants of the Seventies, he's won a regular place 
in Ihe England team and there will be no shifting him 
now. Gascoigne will not win the battle against 
workmanship alone, but one senses that the next 
generation of Fancy Dans is set to follow his lead and 
bring some theatre and magic back to rainy Saturday 
afternoons. 


6 FABER & FABER 

The coolest publising house in Britain filled my 
bookshelves with Abish, Auster, Busi, Gilchrist, 
Golding, Gurganus, Hall. Hogan, Infante, Ingalls, Kis. 
Kundera, Llosa, Moore, Moorhouse, Ribeiro, 
Shepard, Skvorecky and made me a happy young 
dog indeed, Desmond Hogan's A New Shirt was my 
favourite novel of the last ten years. It literally 
changed my life. 


7 THE RETURN OF DENNIS HOPPER 

After fifteen years of self-exile and sell-destruclion, 
Dennis Hopper stormed back onto the screen 
playing a succession of delinquents, defectives, 
dementeds, dingbats, dumbheads, dipsos and 
dissolutes. There was the alcoholic father in Rumble 
Fish, the screwball recluse in River's Edge, the 
schizoid drunk in Hoosiers, the deranged Vietvet in 
The American Way. Then, of course, there was Frank 
Booth in Blue Velvet, where Hopper managed to 
out-Psycho Anthony Perkins. What the hell was that 
stuff in the little tanks attached to the tube that went 
to his noseguard mask? Whatever it was, | want some 
of it. Dennis Hopper is the last rock 'n' roll star. 


B MARK E SMITH 

From 1980's Totale's Turns to this year's Extricate, The 
Fall made some of the decade's most compelling 
rock 'r roll. The sooner they're recognized as this 
generation's Velvet Underground the better. Now in 
their thirteenth great year, The Fall continue to 
confound expectations. Mark E-for-Edward Smith is 
the funniest man since Tommy Cooper. 


9 MAX WALL IN KRAPP'S LAST TAPE 

After slipping into obscurity in the Sixties, Max Walls 
career was rescued, strangely enough, by Matt the 
Hoople, who invited him on tour in 1972, introducing a 
new generation to his comedy of the grotesque. In 
the Eighties, he achieved his greatest triumphs in the 
plays of Beckett. At London's Riverside іп 1986, he 
created the quintessential Krapo with breathtaking 
comic desperation. Unforgettable. 


10 HARVEY PEKAR ON LETTERMAN 

The only truly memorable chat show moments of the 
last decade were Harvey Pekar's scrimmages with 
David Letterman on his Late Night show. Рекаг is a 
middle-aged comic book writer/civil servant from 
Cleveland, Ohio who makes Jerry Sadowitz look like 
Fred Dinenage. Through 1985 and 1986, Pekar would 
storm the NBC studio and scowl and shoul, scolt and 
mock, turning churlishness into an art form. When 
Letterman had had enough and prepared to cue a 
commercial, Harvey would yell, "Shaddup! I'm doing 
my thing!" He's a profoundly strange man. Give him 
his own show and get it on over here. In the 
meantime, check out his American Splendour, 
volumes one to five, a brilliant, bewildering blend of 
Dostoevsky, Hunter Thompson and Lenny Bruce. 


Jon Wilde is a regular contributor to BLITZ 
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IAIN R WEBB 
First appearance: interview with neo- BLITZ FASHION 
naturist Miss Binnie, BLITZ 8. Ten of the best... 


CINDY PALMANO 


Was it Imeida Marcos or Jackie Kennedy who said, "Show me a pair of shoes in ten 
different colours, and I'll show you a woman with a oroblem... which to choose?" Whoever 
said it, no doubt they bought the shoes (all ten pairs), if not the company. The last ten years 
were ail about choice (and buying things). Choosing just ten milestones to illustrate my 
decade has become a millstone around my neck. 

Ten years? Where did it go? Ten years on. Something. Ten years, and counting. 

Time now seems more precious. The rebel rousing. and death-defying drug dalliances of 
early Eighties youth were soon traded in for a pastime much more addictive. Shopping 
Once round Conran on a Saturday morning producing the same euphoric rush that was 
previously obtained only from chemically based substances. 

Time. The older you get, the less of it you have left, | suppose. Thirtysomething. Now that 
was one hell of an experience. thirtysomething. Now that's one helluva programme. 

God bless America. Visiting New York, images | had watched on TV as a child became 
real. This was where Starsky & Hutch had chased villains, and | chased after Calvin Klein, 
Marc Jacobs, Donna Karan, Ralph Lauren and the likes with a microphone in one hand, 
and a photographer in the other. 

The last ten years were happening for the young. Youth exploded, and the media gave us 
a Face, an i-D(entity), and | joined the frontline forces of BLITZ. Perhaps the most rewarding 
change over the years is that | now share tables, TV screens and column inches with the 
same friends | once shared a snakebite with as we talked tactics and takeover bids and 
medialand. We simply took over. 

How many things is that? 

Back in the USA, via Rio, Bruce Weber took 
photos like nobody else, until Herb Ritts took 
one better (the one of Richard Gere), and 
then Steven Meise! went one step further 
putting hunk model boys in Alaia heels and 
miniskirts. Beyond... And who else but the 
Americans could come up with a colour 
called nude, or let an Englishwoman tell them 
what to do? Anna Wintour tcok fashion Оу 
force. First as editor at British Vogue, and 
then at its all-powerful US counterpart. A 
stormtrooper in high heels, even higher 
hemlines, and ideals which flew sky-high. 
Good became bad, but real bad things 
stirred the soul. Sex became scary. AIDS. 
Clause 28. Homophobia. Losing friends. All 
hideous in their own way, and we're still no 
closer to finding answers. 

But, | was asked only for ten that meant a 
lot aver the last ten years. OK... NICK and 
FRITZ and TOBY anc ROBERT and 
J'AIME and HOWARD and TONY and 
PHILIP and ROD and SAMSON and. . Ten 
years? Give me ten more 





lain R Webb was fashion editor of BLITZ 1984- 
1987. He is now fashion director for Harpers & 
Queen 


'HARDWARE'. Photograph by DAVID WOOLLEY. Styling by TRACEY JACOB 


‘GOLD RUSH’. Photograph by BRAD BRANSON and FRITZ KOK. Styling by KIM BOWEN 


‘SPRING’. Photograph by PETER CALVIN. Styling by LOUIS 


‘ICONS: BOY GEORGE’. Photograph and styling by PIERRE ET GILLES 





114 


1 THE MINERS' STRIKE on Ту Every 
night, flickers to make you weep. Consistently 
the most moving news of the decade, even 
before the end-of-the-unions stuff dawned. 
The awful humanity of the affair, all so out of 
step with the mood of early Eighties south- 
eastern greed, restored faith in people power. 
Cynicism took hold pretty rapidly, but 
resistance and its inspiration remain 
untainted by today's funding exposures. 


2 THE TRIAL OF HUNTER S 
THOMPSON Unlike his contemporaries, 
particularly Tom Wolfe, the Doctor never 
progressed professionally. But, critically, he 
never went soft, either. He called his recent 
charges of drug possession and sexual 
misdemeanours "a lifestyle bust". Old fans 
call it "exactly the sort of stuff we pay him 
for" 


3 A CHILD IN TIME BY IAN McEWAN 
AND THE WAR ZONE BY ALEXANDER 
STUART New men on kids. McEwan's 
refined mastery on an abducted child, 
Stuart's raw promise on incest. Alex Stuart, 
big on emotion, the theme of the Nineties, will 
be one of the best young writers of the 
decade 


4 THE COOK, THE THIEF, HIS WIFE 
AND HER LOVER in Ihe realm of the 
senses, or what? Wil! Greenaway and Jarman 
ever get British money for their non-televisual 
vision? 


5 DAVID HOCKNEY ON PICASSO ^ 
South Bank Show 'special', wherein four-eyes 
from Bradford made rare sense of those 
women with one. Choice, common 
eloquence, with a pirate tape still doing the 
rounds in Cork Street 


6 ESQUIRE, VANITY FAIR AND 
MARTIN AMIS Stil) flashing, albeit less 
frequently, with the best journalism in the 
English-speaking world. British writers can 
still only marvel at the resources, the 
research and the rewards of these New York 
magazines. Take any murder investigation: 
the Sunday Times would give a reporter à 
month, Vanity Fair the best part of a year. And 
if Vanity Fair gave it to Amis, whose best 
journalism is an easy equal to the best 
chunks of Money, we'd have a piece worth 
reading. 


7 SERIOUS BRIT TV А Very British Coup, 
Edge of Darkness, The Boys From the 
Blackstuff. All the usual Thatcherite 
suspects, all the right conclusions. 


8 EVEN MORE SERIOUS TV 10.30, Friday 
night, Channel 4. The weekend started there: 
The Last Resort, Whose Line... et al, the best 
feelgood slot on the box. 


9 THE GANG OF FOUR AT 
HAMMERSMITH PALAIS The band tna! 
had everything — the clunkiest riffs, the best 
pseudo-intellectualism EMI could buy — 
doing it magnificently for the last drunken 
time 


10 TIM BURTON'S GENIUS Pee-Wee 
Herman's Big Adventure, Beetlejuice and the 
non-studio bits of Batman — the new rebel/ 
conformist is Hollywood s biggest asset, a 
talent that will roll right on beyond the bucks 
and Oscars. Why? Non-formula creativity. 
Evidence? My two-year-old likes Beetlejuice 
more than Honey Nut Loops. 


Simon Garfield is a former editor of Time Out 
and writes for the Independent on Sunday 


DIT 


RICHARD DEAN 


SIMON GARFIELD 
First appearance: 
interview with theatre 
director Leon Rubin, 

BLITZ 6. 








‘BON ANNIVERSAIRE'. Photograph by MARK LEWIS. Styling by JEAN PAUL GAULTIER and IAIN R WEBB 


‘NO NUKES IS GOOD NUKES’. Photograph by MARK LEWIS. Styling by IAIN Я WEBB 
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THE WORLD'S FINEST SUNGLASSES AT 20% OFF! 






















































If imitation is the sincerest form of 
flattery, then Ray-Bans are without 
doubt the most flattered sunglasses 
in the world, Designed to a very high 
standard, with precision ground and 
polished lenses, there's no question 
that Ray-Bans are the glasses against 
which all others are compared. 


Now BLITZ is pleased to be able to 
offer a selection of three of the most 
popular styles of these superlative 
glasses with 20% OFF the 
manufacturer's recommended retail 
price. All glasses will be despatched 
in their own case with a leather neck 
strap worth £5.00 included 
completely FREE OF CHARGE. 


OLYMPIAN 11 with stylish black-and- 
gold frames. Recommended retail 
price £109.25. YOU PAY £87.40 (plus 
p&p) 


AVIATOR available with gold ог 
black chrome frames. Recommended 
retail price £60.95. YOU PAY £48.76 


(plus p&p) 


WAYFARER the classic Ray-Ban style 
available with brown or black 
frames. Recommended retail price 
£56.35. YOU PAY £45.10 (plus p&p). 


All prices are inclusive of VAT. Please 
see below for postage and packing 


TO ORDER Simply complete the form 
below and return it to us, together 
with a cheque or quoting your 
ACCESS/VISA card details. 


Alternatively, phone your order 
through on 071-436 5211 and ask for 
the Customer Service Department, or 
fax the completed order form below 
to us on 071-436 5290. 


POSTAGE & PACKING 
Please add the following amounts to 
the prices above. UK: £3.50; Europe: 
£5.00; Outside Europe: £10.00. (All 
goods will be despatched via first- 
class registered service, please allow 
14 days for delivery in UK) 





ORDER FORM COMPLETE € RETURN TO: BLITZ MAGAZINE, RAY-BANS OFFER, 40-44 NEWMAN STREET, LONDON W1P 3PA 





STYLE NO.REQUIRED TOTAL AMOUNT ENCLOSED inclusive of P&P Et. 


visa caro numser: CITT TTT TTT TTT TTT 
@ £48.76 Gold Frame 


EXPIRES: | 119 | 


PLEASE DEBIT THE SUM OF £ FROM MY ACCOUNT. 


@ £45.10 Black Frame ЧОМЕ» Lets anata gate м UI GBR ao nia bakê (nite iatis a on 
过 
OLYMPIA @ £87.40 Gold & Black Frame 
Please allow 14 days for delivery 


ТОМ SHEEHAN 





PAUL MATHUR 
First appearance: 
Virna Lindt interview, 
BLITZ 26 


1 The American 4 x 100 metres sprint team at the Los 
Angeles Olympics in July 1984; Platini's 1986 World Cup 
French team; Liverpool's 5-0 victory over Forest іп 1988; 
Gascoigne, Baresi and Schillachi in Italia 90. Proof of a 
grace and beauty attainable in SPORT that politicians, TV 
pundits and sponsorship pimps will never understand. 


2 The rise and rise of cartoonist GARY LARSON. While 
attention was consistently and justifiably given to the 
importance of the graphic novel. Larson's Far Side looked at 
an increasingly kaleidoscopic world with seemingly 
inexhaustible delight. Just like real life, only better. 


3 BERLIN IN 1985 While aunited Europe is an admirable 
way of finally convincing jingoistic Britain of its shrinking 
importance in world culture, destroying the Berlin Wall was 
an act of aesthetic sacrilege on a scale not seen since the 
Chinese Cultural Revolution. And, as Tiananmen Square 
demonstrated, such things end in tears. 


4 FACTORY AND ZTT While the former has proved more 
enduringly satisfying than the latter, both brought art and 
artifice back to pop with commendable arrogance. Factory's 
Festival of the Tenth Summer was in reality rather grubby, а 
sure sign of its theoretically triumphant postmodernist 
splendour. 


5 Peter Carey's Oscar and Lucinda, Martin Amis's Money, 
Raymond Carver's Collected Stories, Jonathan Меаде5 
Filthy English and Donald Barthelme's Sixty Stories. Enough 
to make up for Jay Mcinerney's Story of My Life in ten years 
that saw the best and worst LITERATURE since man 
invented the pencil. 


6 The episode of St Eisewhere in which the doctors visited 
the CHEERS саг A significant nod to two sublime 
programmes that should shame the outdated Reithian fools 
at the BBC into realizing that the deregulation of television 
does not necessarily bring with it a return to Neolithic values. 


7 Jean-Jacques Beineix s Betty Blue. Along with Leos 
Carax's Boy Meets Girl and Roman Polanski's Frantic, it 
proved that EUROPEAN FILMMAKERS and good stories 
aren't mutually exclusive. 


8 Spending much of the last ten years being paid to go into 
HOTEL ROOMS as part of pop industry junkets, often more 
than compensating for having to talk tc idiotic musicians. 
Entering a hotel room for the very first time is one of the last 
truly magical experiences of anticipation left to us and one 
that for me was only bettered by going into a room and 
finding Kenneth Williams there. 


9 Some CLUBS: Delirium, Monkeydrum and The Wag 
(London), Hacienda (Manchester), Boccaccio (Ghent), 4th & 
5th (Toronto), Mars and Save the Robots (New York), Alcohall 
(Tokyo), Archie (Madrid) and Club Zoo (Liverpool). Always 
fun in retrospect. 


10 TWO RECORDS Dexy's ‘Don't Stand Me Down and 
10,000 Maniacs’ ‘In My Tribe’. Will remain dear to me after 
great memories of Madonna, Prince, New Order and Aztec 
Camera have faded. Ten years? It seems like a century. 


Paul Mathur is a regular contributor to BLITZ. He also writes 
for Elle, Spin, Melody Maker and the Evening Standard 
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'IDLE COUTURE: DENIM IN THE STYLE OF PATOU' 
Photograph by CHRISTIAN DINH. Styling by IAIN R WEBB 


‘ONE HUNDRED BLACK BRAS AND A FISH’. Photograph by MIKE OWEN. Styling by KIM BOWEN 





The fourth in the 
Bartender of the Month 


series nominated by 
Lamb's Pale Gold drinkers 


Dick Bradsell is more than just a bartender. 
Working at Freds members' club in London's Soho, he 
has become an integral part of a social scene that 
requires of its bar folk more than just an ability to mix a 
good cocktail. 

"The clientele are, inevitably, regulars,” he says, "and 
you get to be their friend. Plus — and this is always che 
mark of a good bar — we get lots of other people who 
work at other clubs coming in on their nights off. Staff 
from Groucho's and places like that." 

Indeed, Bradsell himself worked at Groucho's for six 
months before joining Freds when it opened two years 
ago. A perfect opportunity for him to exercise his 
enduring philosophy, to learn from others' mistakes. 
"Mistakes will always be made and I'd rather see them 
happen to someone else than to me. | got in at the 
beginning with Freds so | could learn what happened and 
how to deal with any problems that might come up." 

The Freds crowd is younger and livelier than that of 
nearby Groucho; (“less people telling you how much 
they earn") and an even further cry from Bradsell's initial 
foray into the bartending world. 

" My uncle's side of the family are all in catering and it 
was him who got me my first job. It was at the Naval and 
Military Club, a real old school of pink gins and martinis. 
Not really my scene, but it's a good training. Freds is 
really good these days now that it's got over that silly 
‘trendy’ tag. People come along now because they know 
it's a place where they'll have a good time." 

Alas, Soho as a whole is not quite as accommodating 
to fresh creativity. "It's all advertising offices now with 
the old businesses disappearing. That's not very good 
news for anyone who wants to open a bar here, which is 
what | ultimately want to do. The future lies north of 
Tottenham Court Road, or even in other European 
cities. And maybe eventually they'll introduce licensing 
laws here like they have in France and Italy. I'd much 
rather see people having a drink at four in the morning 
than wandering the streets looking for trouble." 


Photograph: Johnny Rozsa 








MALCOLM BENNETT 
First appearance: (as writer) 
BRUTE! page, BLITZ 39; (as 
subject — poet) BLITZ 35. 





CLAUDIA ASCOTT 


Come on, you know me, | have enough trouble remembering what happened half an hour 
ago, never mind thinking of ten great cultural events of the last decade tnat influenced ту 
life. Actually, it's been pretty hard keeping up with cultural happenings during the last ten 
years, seeing as the fucking bailiffs took me telly at the end of the Seventies. Telly, stereo. 
house and underpants, that IS. 

Still, ten years is a long time, no matter what рио hours you keep, and you don't have to 
punch your nut that hard to come up with ten significant, truly magical, outstanding events. 
The problem is trying to remember when they happened. 

The first thing has to be the FALKLANDS WAR and Ihe would-be Pulitzer Prize—winning 
journalism of John Beattie ot the Daily Star. | was so lucky to discover this man, as up un!!! 
then I'd been reading the Jack Daniels Daily and | bought his rag by mistake. His visions 
were so brutal, so sharp and concise that | was jealous. Within weeks things were different. 
| was different! | published ‘Battle Poet!’ just alter, and then, later, with the illustrator Aidan 
Hughes, the first issue of BRUTE! was created — and my life had changed forever. 

The last ten years also saw the CENTENARY OF KARL MARX birth or death or 
something. Га been a dedicated nine-year veteran of left-wing political poetry up until this 
point. Then, when the Bristol-based Communist Party prevented me trom pertorming at 
their show, | decided to spew it and retire. 

The MINERS’ STRIKE changed all that... for a while. | did my best to raise money 
through readings for them, but my brand of Jack London socialism was unwelcome. i was 
bitterly disappointed by their defeat, but it gave me the poem ‘John Bulls England’, and the 
fairy story ‘The Iron Bitch’, 

Although LIVERPOOL WINNING THE DOUBLE was à total, Guinness-solatiered 
highpoint, HUNGERFORD was а real downer. How one man could fuck it al! up for the rest 
of us, by denying us the right to bear arms, beats me. Depresses me. Sickens me. That 
bastard! Still, never leave home without one, kids. 

| suppose a saving grace was the change in the LICENSING HOURS. But who wants to 
drink all day? | want to drink all night! 

| do! 

Now | drink а! night and all day, and that's a fact. At night I'm behind my own bar, which 
was kindly donated to the cause of alcoholism by Russel Cronin. Naturally, the choice is 
limited — it's either Jack or the great innovation of the Eighties: CANNED DRAUGHT 
GUINNESS! 

The saddest thing of the last ten years was doubtless the TIANANMEN SQUARE 
democracy massacre, topped only by the death of the world's greatest writer, ERSKINE 
CALDWELL, who inspired all my best stories and whose grave | shall one day weep over. 

The happiest thing was the birth of the Nineties and the start of my reiationship with 
CLAUDIA АЗСОТТ, a woman | love like I've never loved betore. It's a love that gives me 
so much strength. Thus, | feel tall, proud and damned cocky. Which means, if you happen 
to see me out drinking, don't forget to duck before you touch. 


Maicolm Bennett is a regular contributor to BLITZ. He also writes, directs, produces and 
presents his own TV programmes 
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'INDUSTRIA'. Photograph by BRAD BRANSON and FRITZ КОК. Styling by KIM BOWEN 





'THE BRIDE WORE ON' 
Photograph by RONALD DILTOER. Styling by IAIN R WEBB 


Each month BLITZ, іп association 
with perrier, presents a selection 
of some of the capital's finest 


and foremost bars and eating-places 


OTTERS 271 New King's Road, London SW6. (071) 371 0434 
The genteel surroundings of 
Parson's Green may not be the most 
likely of locations for a first-class 
restaurant, particularly since the 
arrival of the much overrated Tall 
Orders, but Otters manages quite 
neatly to confound expectations. 
Lined with crammed bookshelves 
and prints, the long, airy room 
has a stylish and very relaxed 
atmosphere, A particular advan- 
tage is that the tables are few and far 
between — you won't end up with 
your elbows in the food of the 
people at the next table. The food is 
a delightful blend of English and 
French cuisine, with some unusual 
quirks. The menu changes daily, 
but the rack of lamb with Dijon 
mustard, golden syrup and ground 
hazelnuts, the breast of chicken 
rolled in sesame seeds with a light 
mango cream, and the salmon 
wrapped in basil with а pesto sauce, 
are all perennial favourites. And the 
white chocolate terrine is worth 
killing for. Owner-manager Julian 
Sowerbutts is, at 30, a veteran of El Vino's and Draycott’s, and accordingly 
the wine list is carefully chosen and — more surprisingly 一 sensibly 
priced. In fact, a meal for two including wine will probably give you 
change out of £40. No mean feat in the age of the three-digit dinner. @ 
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PHOTOGRAPHS GINO SPRIO 


BURT'S 42 Dean Sreet, London W1. (071) 734 3339 

Singer Claudia Brücken has been a vegetarian since she moved to England from 
her native Düsseldorf. "In Germany it's almost impossible to be vegetarian," she 
says. "Even if you ask for salad they put ham in it. So giving up meat was never 
really an option. When | came here | was walking down Portobello Road and | 
saw this corpse of an animal hanging outside a butcher's with loads of flies 
everywhere, and І knew І could never eat meat again. It's so much easier 
practically tobe vegetarian here, even if people sometimes treat you as if you're 
handicapped." 

One is unlikely to encounter such problems at Burt's, where designer eating 
has been skilfully married to a menu that's dominated by exquisite fish dishes 
and an extensive selection of veggie options. The former include a delightful 
duo of salmon starter, and plaice stuffed with prawns т а saffron sauce. Easy to 
serve as over-elaborate nouvelle disasters, but presented here with relative 
simplicity. Brücken's vegetarian selections were substantial and inventive — a 
vegetable mousse followed by spinach, asparagus and mushrooms in lattice 
pastry. Even the staunchest meat eater is likely to be tempted by such inviting 
interpretations of vegetarian cuisine. 

These are busy days for Brücken, whois finishing off her first solo album since 
the demise of Act, in turn a progression from the Germanic surge of 
Propaganda. Interestingly, Propaganda have reformed and will find their new 
album out at the same time as Brücken's. 

"The new Propaganda is only really connected to the old one by their name," 
she protests. “It's a completely different line-up and it's rather stupid of them to 
use the same name. Propaganda originally broke up when the boys in the band 
tried to take over like Lennon and McCartney or something, and although it was 
a bad end we'd done some great stuff. Now they're trying to pass it off as 
Propaganda." 

Brücken is far more interested in her new project, a taster for which has 
already come in the form of the single, ‘Absolute’. The album covers the musical 
waterfront, from dance to "more muso things”, reflecting a revitalized creative 
energy. "In the past I've got just to the edge of being successful. This time I'm 
going all the way." 

We consider this over a selection from Burt's extensive cognac list (prices 
range from £2 to £7 a glass), part of a bold and intriguing selection of drinks on 
offer. Like the rest of the menu, it's not cheap (a meal for two will set you back 
approximately £80), but it certainly blows away any preconceptions about 
vegetarian eating. Perfect for ideologically sound power-lunching.& 


JOE'S Harvey Nichols, 
Knightsbridge, London $МЛ. 

(071) 245 9573 

Latest outpost іп the  ever- 
expanding Ettedgui empire is this 
spacious  restaurant/bar which 
occupies half of the newly 
converted basement of Harvey 
Nichols department store. The idea 
presumably is to take some of the 
pressure off L'Express, the 
invariably packed cafe below the 
Joseph shop a little further down 
Sloane Street. But as yet the new 
Joe’s has a way to go before it 
reaches the standards of L'Express. 
The staff seem a little vague, and 
somehow the excellent L'Express 
food — salads, bagel and smoked 
salmon and the like — doesn't work 
as well in the new surroundings. 
But it's almost certainly too early го 
judge: things will doubtless 
improve in coming months. @ 


Like BLITZ, the prestigious Perrier Pick of the Fringe Award also celebrates its tenth birthday 
this month. Awarded each year to the best cabaret or revue pei former at the Edinburgh 
Festival, past winners have included Emma Thompson, Fry & Laurie, Jeremy Hardy and 
Simon Fanshawe, Who'll win this year's award? Head for this year's Fringe Festival, which 
starts on August 13th, to find out. 
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customerservice 


What you see here is what you get — only the back issues listed here are still available. All the rest are sold out. Back issues are available at the prices 

listed. Certain issues are available only as LIMITED EDITIONS. This means that we have only a very small number of copies in stock, and consequently 

these issues are a little more expensive. To order back issues, please fill out the appropriate part of the Customer Service form, and send it to us with 

your payment. Since it is possible that some issues will sell out before we receive your order, please mark an alternative choice of issue number in the 
box on the order form. 
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31. MAY 85 Morrissey Interviews Coronation 
Street's Pat Phoenix; Billy Connolly, George Cole 
LIMITED EDITION E5.00 

35. OCTOBER 85 The Communards; Tom Waits, 
Alexei Sayle, Film Censorship; Twiggy. LIMITED 
EDITION E5.00 

44. AUGUST B6 Norman Tebbitt Internewed бү 
Paul Morley; Сама Sylvian) Crime as a Career Move 
LIMITED EDITION £5.00 

65. MAY 88 Michael Grade — Interview, Harry 
Enfield; Underclass — Homelessness in London, 
Kevin Rowland; Michael Foot; Lindsay Anderson; 
William Kennedy; Bernard Hill; Putting Out — The 
Final Episode. £3.00 

70. OCTOBER 88 De Niro — the Man, the Myth 
and the Method; John Cleese and the Nature of 
Comedy, Lager Frenzy — Selling Trendy Beer; Paul 
Morley on the Cocteau Twins; HandMade Films; The 
Oxygen of Terrorism; Danny LaRue LIMITED 
EDITION E5.00 

71. NOVEMBER BB Free 32 раде Fashion Week 
Supplement: Exclusive Interview With Hunter 5 
Thompson, plus extracts from Generation of Swine: 
Tablow TV; Yello: Tom Waits; Imogen Stubbs. £3.00 
72. DECEMBER 88 jack Nicholson interview, А 
Guide to Post-Modernism; John Sessions, Paul 
Schrader s film Patty Hearst; London & Paris Fashion, 
Emo Philips; The JFK Myth LIMITED EDITION 
£5.00 

73. JANUARY 89 Review BB/Preview B9; Herb 
Ritts; PI O'Rourke Interview; The Drinking Stones of 
Peter O'Toole, Siobhan Fahey; Mike Leigh 
LIMITED EDITION E5.00 

75. MARCH 89 Rowland Rron; Alan Parker's 
Mississippi Burning Diary, Utopra! in Milton Keynes, 
Lou Reed, Wendy & Lisa; The Art of Power-dining 
LIMITFD EDITION £5.00 

76. APRIL B9 let Goldblum; Paul Morley in 
Thailand; Ken Russell; Tama Janowitz; Gilbert & 
George; Sifting Through the Detritus of the Famous; 
Fashion Supplement, £3.00 

77. MAY 89 Mel Gibson Interview, Rober 
Mapplethorpe s Long Goodbye; Jim Shelley in 
Florence; The Death of Surrealism; Londan & Paris 
Fashion, Neo-Nazis; Matt Johnson, £3.00 

79. JULY B9 Lenny Henry, On the Set of the French 
Revolution; Nick Molte, Rasanna Arquette, Pierre et 
Gilles; Bruce Robinson's Withnail Memoirs; Spike 
Lee. E3.00 

80. AUGUST 89 New York's Literary Bad Girls; 
New Orleans Mardi Gras; The Horror Mowe Strikes 
Back; LA Rap Underground; Tim Burton and Michael 
Keaton Interviews; Baseball Moves. £3.00 

81. SEPTEMBER 89 Ninth Anniversary issue - 
How To Be Andy Warhol, Drinks and Drinking Extra; 
Sex, Lies, and Videotape; Oliver Stone; Catherine 
Deneuve. E3.20 

83. NOVEMBER 89 includes 58-page Fashion 
Extra, Grace Jones; The Saatchi Collection, Heathers: 
Katharine Hamnett; Who Are the Fashion Dictators? 
£3.20 

84. DECEMBER 89 [he Guide to the Eighties: 
icons of the Decade; The Blanding of Britain; End of 
Conservative Party Government?; Baby Boomers vs 
Post-Punks; Jim Jarmusch A Jean-Jacques Beineix 
£3.20 

85. JANUARY 90 Matt Dillon; Jeff Koons, The 
Autumn Collections in London & Paris; The Smell of 
Man, Art Terrorism, Alien Abductions, City’ Paris 
£3.20 

86. FEBRUARY 90 The Cult of Smoking; In Search 
of Salman Rushdie, Daryl Hannah, City: Prague, The 
Juno Space Mission; Herb Ritts; Human Guinea Pigs; 
Fiction by Russell Lucas. £3.20 

87. MARCH 90 Licensed to Travel! Foreign Parts 
Special; Albania — Stalin s Last Stronghold; 
Disneyland — The Dark Side of Mickey Mouse; 
Vietnam — Amenca at War With the Past, Bali; City: 
Berlin. E3.20 

89. MAY 90 Intenors Supplement; Animals! The 
Dark Side of Green Politics; Michael Nyman, 
Vietnam Fifteen Years After; lain Glen and 
Mountains af the Moon, City: Madrid, £3.20 

90. JUNE 90 Cars supplement; Keith Allen, D Mab 
Conquer America, Thatcher's Children; House Party; 
New Age Living, The Biosphere Experiment; The 
British Art Show ЕЗ,20 

91. JULY 90 Arnold Schwarzenegger and Total 
Recall; William Burroughs; London and Paris Fashion 
Shows, Jonathon Porritt; Anita Baker; Andy 
Goldsworthy, David Mach, Tom Phillips. £3.20 

92. AUGUST 90 Willem Dafoe; David Lynch and 
Wild at Heart; Nationalism in Eastern Europe; Igay 
Pop; Nigel Benn; Prozac: the Yuppie Upper; 
Photography by William Wegman; Courtney Pine. 
£3.20 











BLITZ ZIPPO 





BLITZ is proud to present the BLITZ 
Zippo, available exclusively by mail 
order through BLITZ magazine. The 
most subtle of lighters, the Zippo 
comes in matt black with the BLITZ 
logo over-printed in black enamel. 
The lighters are original Zippos 
made for BLITZ by Zippo in the USA, 
and come with the Zippo 
Guarantee — ''works or we fix it 
free!” For reasons of safety the 
lighter does not come filled with 
lighter fuel. It is priced £19.45 
(£16.95 plus £2.50 p&p). 


customerservice 


POSTERS 





A superb range of A2 posters is 
available illustrating the covers of 
various issues of BLITZ. These are 
available at the following prices 
including postage & packing in 
sturdy cardboard tubes. Issues 

52 — 74 (all printed 2-colour) 
available in sets of three as marked 
below — £8.00 (inc VAT); issues 

77 — 83 (all printed full colour) 
avallable іп sets of three as marked 
below — £12.00 (inc VAT); issues 84 
onwards (printed full colour) — 
£7.50 each. 


CUSTOMER SERVICE 





SUBSCRIPTIONS 


To get the next twelve issues of 
BLITZ dropped through your 
letterbox, send us a cheque or 
postal order for £21.00, together 
with your name and address 
printed neatly (please!) on the form 
provided. 


All the prices listed are for UK 
orders only. If you are ordering 
from overseas, you must add an 
additional charge for postage & 
packing as follows: 

BACK ISSUES Europe — add £3.00 
per item; US & Canada — add £4.00 
per item; rest of the world — add 
£4.50 per item. SUBSCRIPTIONS 
Europe — add £5.00; US & Canada 
— add £30.00; rest of the world — 
add £36.00. POSTERS Europe — 
add 50p per item; US and rest of 
the world — add £1.50 per item. 
BLITZ ZIPPO Europe — add £1.55; 
US & Canada and rest of the world 
— add £3.55. 

PAYMENT we cannot accept 
cheques drawn on foreign 
currencies, Payment must be made 
in pounds sterling. We accept three 
methods: 1) by Eurocheque with 
your Furocheque Card number on 
the back. 2) by international money 
order. 3) by VISA Card. We will 
accept payment in US$ if your order 
is more than £50 sterling in value. 


Fill in all the information requested below, and send to BLITZ CUSTOMER SERVICE, BLITZ MAGAZINE, 40 — 42 
NEWMAN STREET, LONDON WIP 3PN Payment m pounds srertipg should һе enclosed, made payable to BLITZ 
MAGAZINE |f you wish to pay by VISA credit card instead please fall in all the details requested in the appropriate 


section of this order form 


Name (block capitals). 


| Address. . 
| 


Country... 


|. Ji wish to pay by credit card 


Card no. 
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| | | | | | | 
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| | Paula Ciccone, Jonathan Ross, Patsy Kensit (£8.00) | 
_ | John Galliano, Ben Elton, Roland Gift (£8.00) 


LI George Michael, Mick Jones, Holly Johnson (£8.00) 
| | Sarah Stockbridge, Willem Dafoe, Tom Waits (£8.00) 
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fore than any other capital in the 
world, Rome is a series of cities super- 
imposed over each other. The three 
cities that the crowds come to see are 
Ancient Rome, Renaissance and 
Modern Rome, embracing La Dolce 
Vita of the stylish Sixties and Italia '90 
alike. Rome is the product of 
continuous warfare between religion 
and the state, from the early Chris- 
tians martyred in the Coliseum to the 
no-holds-barred fighting over 
territory, money and power between 
the popes and the princes. Rome's 
best sights are a result of this duel, 
with the popes and the princes 
throwing up ever more massive mon- 
uments to themselves, culminating in 
the gloriously kitsch Vittoriano 
Monument to Victor Emmanuel li, 


first king of a united Italy. This was 
designed to be seen from the papal 
bedroom as an architectural ‘up 
yours’. It is the biggest rude gesture in 
the world. 

Because Rome is hot, even in April 
and September, and because after 
crossing the roads, which is like 
crossing the M4 blindfolded, you'll 
need a drink to steady the nerves, the 
first thing to master is the cafés. You 
can spend days sitting with a drink 
and watching Rome go by. The 
Romans know this and charge accor- 
dingly, so the cover charge for tables 





on squares and near fountains is 
exorbitant. But the Italians still make 


the best coffee and milkshakes, as 


well as a range of disgusting apéritifs. 
It's one of the few places you can sip 
Martini Rosso without feeling like a 
twerp. Martini is safer than the other 
options — Punt e Mes, Fernet Branca, 
Gancia and a virulent orange gunk 
like alcoholic Vimto by way of 
Lucrezia Borgia, The hot chocolate is 
so sweet that your fillings will fall out, 
and the tea is so horrible, your taste 
buds will. 

It's a measure of the topsy-turviness 
of Rome that you can spend two 
hours over an espresso, but go for a 
meal and a bewildering selection of 
antipasti will arrive before your feet 
are under the table. You don't order 





them, you might not even want them, 
but they'll probably happen anyway: 
prosciutto, olives, omelettes, salami, 
artichoke hearts, meatballs, sweet 
onions... Pointless (and sad) to wave 
them away or protest that you're 
vegetarian, take solace in the fact 
that there's still pasta, a main course, 
and glorious ice creams remaining. 
Eating doesn'thaveto be expensive 
to be good, and the most revered 
restaurants appear to have stepped 
out of a Fifties airport movie. For a 
really good evening meal goto L'Orso 
Ottana (Via dell Orso), where they 


have the best antipasti in Rome, and 
for a really really good meal try 
Girarrosto Toscano, in a cellar be- 
neath the Via Campania. For delicious 
pasta and agenuine Roman welcome 
(no, it isn't embarrassing or a ploy to 
trap tourists), go to Polese, which is 
set back on a little square called 
Piazza Sforza Cesarini. And if it's 
hayfever that you're after (resultant 
from the monstrous flower displays) 
as well as the chance to be 
fashionable, try Pino e Dino, in the 
Piazza di Montevecchio — it'sthe new 
place to be seen. 

The Vatican is a city-state, with its 
own elected ruler, the Pope, its own 
stamps, militia, maverick bureaucracy 
and a very bad radio station. It also 
has, on the grounds of religion and 
taste, a strict dress code which all 
visitors must follow. Little diagrams 
show that people wearing shorts, 
miniskirts, sleeveless tops апа 
Twenties bathing costumes are for- 
bidden. Wear them, and you'll be 
turned away by the sexiest and best- 
dressed security men in the world. 

This code applies not only to the 
papal audience, but to the two big 
Vatican sights, St Peter's Cathedral 
andthe Vatican museums. Even if you 
are not religious, 5t Peter's is awe- 
some. The scale is so huge that it 
doesn't sink in until you realize that 
the moving specks at the altar are 
people. Cherubs the size of elephants 
hold dishesof holy water, and the side 
chapels, where masses are always 
being said, are the size of a parish 
church. Those who walk in looking at 
the ceiling will trip over the dozens of 
pilgrims kneeling at the door, since 
the cathedral is the burial place of St 
Peter the Apostle and, for millions, 
the holiest place on earth. Casual 
visitors are better off heading for the 
roof. The whole of Rome can be seen 
from the lower terrace, while inside 
the dome are giant multicoloured 
mosaics, which, by some optical illu- 
sion, appear to bein the papal colours 
of white and gold when seen from 
the ground. 

For the Vatican museums, you need 
unlimited patience, a bag of sweets 
and possibly a skateboard, Even the 
shortest of the four routes covers a 
couple of miles of corridor, but this is 
the only way to see the Sistine Chapel, 
Michelangelo's ceiling is glowingly 
restored, although one wall is still 
covered over. People have been quib- 
bling that the restoration is too brash, 
the colours too bright, but atleast the 
Japanese TV company which spon- 
sored the work has made it possible to 
see something instead of the dark 
grey murk which covered the paint- 
ings before. The Sistine has suffered 
from its original use as a meeting hall 
and closed jury room for the conclave 
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election of the popes. During the 
conclave, a failure to agree on a pope 
is marked by a dark smoke signal to 
the outside world, and then white 
smoke on the announcement of a 
new pope. The holy smoke helped to 
damage the paintings to such an 
extent that for years, the only way of 
seeing God's creation of Adam was to 
watch The South Bank Show. 

The best way to remind yourself 
that the Vatican isn't just a museum is 
to attend a papal audience, in a room 
three times the size of the Royal 
Festival Hall, and packed with 
thousands of people. Rich Catholics 
and pilgrim groups get to sit at the 
front. On the stage, a carved wooden 
screen hides burly security men who 
supplement the more visible Swiss 
guards. Security seems unnecessary 
— most of the audience fall shiftily 
quiet whenever a priest walks by. 
Theres always the odd exception. 
Today it's a woman from — and the 
size of — the American midwest, 
dressed in a pants suit of Opal Fruits 
yellow. 

"They call it an audience, | call it an 
outrage," she proclaims, shifting 
noisily from one buttock to the other 
on her squeaky school assembly chair. 
"This woman behind me is resting her 
bag on my neck and it's really pissing 
me off. | don't feel any personal 
affinity with this audience at all." 

Luckily at this moment, Mr 
Personal Affinity himself hits the 
stage, towhoops, applause and thou- 
sands of flashbulbs. Pilgrim groups 
are greeted by Pope John Paul Il in 
their native languages, all equally 
tortured by the Pope's Polish accent. 
He's asport, however, and there's only 
the faintest discernible sigh in the 
run-up to a really tricky greeting in 
Japanese or Moldavian. Pilgrims 
cheer or sing a little song, although 
theres a talent gong which stops 
them from going on too long. Diffi- 
cult to believe this is a spiritual high: 
it's more like a Frank Sinatra concert. 

After the sumptuousness of Rome's 
Renaissance, the classical monuments 
are a relief. The best view of classical 
Rome is from the Tarpeian Rock 
(behind the Victor Emmanuel mon- 
ument) where traitors to the 
Republic were thrown to their death. 
The last thing they saw was the might 
of Ancient Rome: the Forum, Palatine 
and Coliseum spread out 100 feet 
below. Now, in a city with few pan- 
огатіс views, it's a quiet place to 
stand at sunset and watch the swal- 
lows swoop and dart around the 
House of the Vestal Virgins or the 
Arch of Augustus. 

The Forum occupies a large chunk 
of prime real estate in Rome's centre. 
Tothe Romans' credit, it has remained 
unaltered, The lack of change is partly 


because the Italians can't afford to 
restore it, and this means that there 
аге no forced guide-marches, no 
learning experiences and no com- 
pulsory  audio-visuals. You just 
wander about, and wonder that 
some of this has been here since 
509BC, when the Republic came in 
and the last Etruscan king, Tarquinius 
Superbus, went out. 

The Forum contains Romes most 
beautiful garden, the Farnese, where 
the few tired tourists who make it up 
the hills sit beneath the orange trees 
and watch the fountains play. It's a 
million miles in atmosphere from the 
nearby Coliseum, the largest Roman 
amphitheatre in the world, where 
death was a daily entertainment. The 
Coliseum was named after a 120-foot- 
high statue of Nero which once stood 
nearby, and this is where the thumbs 
up or thumbs down of history's 
longest-running game show took 
place. Why Italian couples come here 
to be photographed on their 
wedding day remains a mystery. 

But the best classical building is 
back in the true centre of Rome. The 
characters in Peter Greenaway's film, 
The Belly of an Architect, sit outside 
the Pantheon — or Temple of All the 
Gods — and applaud its perfection. 
But even if the outside wasn't covered 
with scaffolding, the Inside would be 
the star. Attempts to turn it into a 
church just reinforce the purity of the 
2,000-year-old dome, its centre open 
to the sun, which tracks around the 
ceiling like a dial made of light. 

There is virtually no fashion in 


or tapered linen trousers are worn 
with heavy sexy belts and perfect, 
plain T-shirts. Sunglasses (and in 
Rome these are a necessity) tend 
towards the classic Ray-Ban, and the 
youth look like they were born 
wearing them. As do the Roman 
police, all of whom (even the women) 
look like Bryan Ferry They wear 
beautiful white jackets (higher ranks 
with gold braid), chain-smoke on 
duty and all of them are armed to the 
teeth. If you are the sort of person 


The humblest of young 
waiters in any Roman café is 
more than likely to cut a dash 
which would make the most 
labelled of Soho victims look 
like little more than the back 
end of a pantomime horse 


Rome, but what there is in its place is 
style. This style is so robust, and so 
naturally self-assured, that the 
humblest of young waiters іп any 
Roman café is morethan likelytocuta 
dash which would make the most 
labelled of Soho victims look like little 
more than the back end of a panto- 
mime horse. And the young waiter (or 
bank clerk, or high school student) 
knows it, Tailored linen jackets 
(preferably in an evergreen shade, or 
possibly a miniscule check) sit with 
effortless elegance beside simple, 
charcoal-grey trousers; flawless jeans 


who thinks that it might be rather 
witty to argue with a policeman, 
make an exception in the case of the 
Carabiniere — since the behaviour af 
some British football supporters 
during the World Cup, we are notthe 
most popular of nationalities in Italy, 

Hotel accommodation in Rome (as 
you might expect) presents a vast 
range of standards and prices, and it 
would be impossible here to print a 
comprehensive list. Instead, we 
would refer you to a good travel 
agent (if you are taking a package), or 
to the Italian Tourist Board, or to an 





excellent little book entitled The 
American Express Guide to Rome, 
which lists a selection of hatels 
ranging from basic B&B through to 
the mightiest ofthe mighty Added to 
this there are a few simple rules. 
Never ‘just turn up’ (at least not 
without a loaded credit card and a 
basic command of italian) and avoid, 
if at all possible, the area around the 
station. For à good business-class 
hotel (inthe fin де siécle style) we can 
recommend the Quirinale, on the Via 
Nazionale, and for something a little 
cheaper either the Marcella (Via 
Flavia) orthe Hotel Villa delle Rose on 
the Via Vicenza. For realstyle (andata 
mere £250 per night) do try the 
Excelsior on Via Vittorio Veneto. It is 
one of the few untampered with 
grand hotels left in Europe, and while 
the style is undiluted Empire the 
service and atmosphere are totally 
relaxing. 

If the big city sights sound like too 
much hard work, there are lazier ways 
to spend your time іп Rome. ignore 
the hippy-laden Spanish Steps and 
the Trevi fountain; go and sit by the 
Fountain of the Four Rivers in the 
Piazza Navona, or wander down the 
Via dei Coronari, where the street is 
carpeted to make your window shop- 
ping easier. On La Dolce Vita street, 
the Via Veneto, Harry's Bar is still the 
temple to the perfect dry Martini and 
heavy male jewellery. For a more 
active evening, merry Trastevere, the 
Bohemian district across the Tiber, isa 
place to eat, walk the authentic 
backstreets, and get your wallet 
stolen. 

Or, of course, you could always go 
to a football match... & 
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n empty mug stands on the coffee 
table in the Mingles Jingles reception 
area, It is inscribed with the words, 
OLD MUSICIANS NEVER DIE, THEY JUST PLAY 
THE FINAL CHORD; a catch phrase that is, 
perhaps, the musical equivalent of 
YOU DON'T HAVE TO BE MAD TO WORK HERE, 
BUT IT HELPS. Sadly the witticism is 
wasted On me and moreover, the 
words seem incorrect. It would be 


hugely successful career while 
remaining more or less unknown 
outside of the business and as hard to 
get hold of as a member of the secret 
police. Indeed, it would be easier to 
arrange an interview with New Kids 
on the Block than it is to gain 
proximity to these professionals, The 
Sun newspaper refused to allow me 
to watch their ‘highly secret mew 


making music 





more accurate to say OLD MUSICIANS 
NEVER DIE, THEY JUST GO TO WORK AT 
MINGLES INGLES 一 admittedly not as 
catchy but far closer to the truth. 
“Can you elongate the vowels, 
Tessa? And try to soften the ‘relax’..." 
floats a voice from above. In Greek 


Street, Soho, behind a door as 
anonymous as the profession itself, a 
recording session is taking place. 
David Mindle, founder of Mingles 
Music and composer of such tunes as 
‘Get the Max!, ‘Kentucky Fried 
Chicken’ and ‘Gillette Blue 11“, is cur- 
rently masterminding the new jingle 
for Lyons tea. With him are four of the 
top commercial singers in the 
industry, each of whom maintains а 


commercial, and it was only after 
much pleading that Lyons stepped in 
and granted me access to theirs. 

The commercial singer is a much 
maligned «creature, the tendency 
being to regard him either as a 
mercenary or as a failed pop star. 
While the visuals of the trade have 
become a celebrated artform, the 
accompanying soundtrack 15 still 
greeted with derision. For my part, 
anyone who can sing "My name is 
Dimples and I'm staying in bed, 'cos I 
need another pimple like a hole in the 
head" deserves copious amounts of 
acclaim. Іп fact, walking along the 
corridor towards Tessa and her 
elongated vowels, it's hard not to 


notice that the walls are strewn with 
various certificates claiming the 
Alfred Marks commendation for 
Mingles' contribution to advertising, 
and many Song for Europe certifi- 
cates acknowledging numerous 
entries to the Eurovision Song 
Contest. 

“Dont let the last note go soft, 
love," says a voice from inside the 
studio. Poor Tessa. 

The interior of the recording studio 
closely resembles the control room of 
the Starship Enterprise. Half of the 
floor space is filled with an immense 
panel upon which hundreds of red 
lights flash. David Mindle, seated 
before this technical wizardry, is idly 
flicking buttons. As one who is still 
struggling to master the functions of 
a kettle | cannot help but be im- 
pressed. | fight the urge to ask, 
"What's this?" and then press every 
switch on the desk. | amintroduced to 
thesingers; Tessa, still struggling with 
her vowels, waves to me from the 
glass box where all recordings take 
place. Reclining on a couch is Carl 
Wayne, one-time singer for The 
Move, whose record 'Flowers in the 
Rain' was the first single to be played 
on Radio One. Stephanie De Sykes is 
seated beside him. A pop star of 
decades past — who could forget her 
solo hit 'Born With A Smile On My 
Face’, her work with Pickettywitch 
and appearances on Crossroads? — 
Stephanie goes on to introduce me to 
the final jingler, Don Gould, "He's an 
Applejack," she says mystically. 

"Back to work!" shrieks David, 
spinning round on hisswivel chair and 
touching hundreds of knobs seem- 
ingly at random. 

"When you're lost in the country, 
stuck in the town," croons Tessa. 

"We want raunchy, love, make it 
raunchy,” shouts David above the 
noise, 

"We're qonna have to do it again — 
the vowels aren't clear" comes a 
morose voice from the corner. The 
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And which ex-popstar provides the voice for Access's animation? 
David Bowie perhaps? 





voice belongs to the ad executive 
overseeing the entire process. Patrick 
Burston, of DMB&B advertising (“Two 
St James's Square," he adds author- 
itatively) has the dubious honour of 
writing the lyrics for the Lyons jingle, 
and is determined that everything 
will be perfect. A lot of shuffling 
ensues, What appears to be a mass 
exodus is in fact the three remaining 
singers joining Tessa for the chorus. 
"Take it from the top!" someone 
shouts. I'm beginning to feel like an 
extra in a music documentary. 
Huddled around a single micro- 
phone, the fab four are shaking 





мем 


says Stephanie to David Mindle, who 
is leaning back in his swivel chair and 
rolling his head on his shoulders. It's a 
high-pressure business. "My cleaning 
lady did it," he replies. 

It's notsurprising that the owner of 
Mingles Music has a home help, or 
indeed that Carl Wayne's holiday 
consists of "a two-week cruise on the 
QE2 followed by a fortnight in Mali". 
A good session singer can earn an 
annual rate of as much as £100,000 
outside of other commitments. But 
despite the monetary lure, surely the 
profession is little more than asecond 
choice for ex-pop stars? Stephanie De 


For my part, anyone who can sing 
"My name is Dimples and I'm 

staying in bed, “сов I need another 
pimple like a hole in the head" 
deserves copious amounts of acclaim 


various limbs as proof of a warm-up. 
Maybe they think І have a camera. 
After much coughing and serious 


humming, 'Let Loose the Lyons' 
emanates from the speakers. 
Everyone is nodding their heads to 
the beat — | join іп and snap my 


fingers ostentatiouslyso as not to feel 
left out. 

"Woo!" breathes Tessa, leaving the 
booth. She shakes her hair and does a 
little jog with her arms dangling by 
her sides as if to loosen up. | wave my 


tape recorder around to lethersee it's - 


not a camera. The youngest of the 
singers, Tessa Niles is a familiar face. 
Besides recording jingles, she was the 
chief backing singer at Live Aid, has 
warked with David Bowie and Living 
in a Box and is currently touring with 
Eric Clapton. 

"You've got a hole in your shirt," 


Sy! kes disagrees. 
"It was something | 


something one can set out to do; 


rather, you drift into it. When | was 
making records | wasn't actually 


getting to sing too often. Whereas in 


this business you get to sing pretty 
much every day of the week. It's very 
uplifting, very challenging for that 


short space o time. It might only be 
an hour but for that brief time you're 
really on the spot. Tomorrow | might 
be asked to sing like a hen — and I'll 
ао it. I've already been an Anchor cow 


and a bee for Kellogg's Honey Nut 


Loops." 


"There is a misconception that just 


because you can sing, you can 
become a session singer," says Tessa. 


always 
dreamed of doing. As a kid | always 
wanted to be one of those girls who 
does backing vocals. But it isn't 


"And that's not true at all. There are 
some fabulous singers who can't 
change their voices or adapt them, 
which is a necessary requirement for 
commercial singing. You need versa- 
tility and some people just don't have 
that." 

"Itwould, in fact, betruetosaythat 
Frank Sinatra could never have been a 
session singer,” says Stephanie 
earnestly. 

"There's an art to this," explains 
Tessa, "For example, David has to 
know instantly who to book for a 
certain sound. Today he wanted 
raunchy, so he picked me." 

"That's not to say ! couldn't have 
done it," replies Stephanie shirtily. 
"But it's like making a cake.” | look 
rather puzzled. "Well, all sorts of 
ingredients combine to make the 
whole, It is crucial to get the right, 
ummm, constituents..." Her voice 
lowers to a mumble. 

"Exactly," agrees Tessa loudly. 

As the commercials market 
expands, what was once an elite pro- 
fession is now growing. But singing 
jingles is still something of a closed 
shop. London is the centre of the 
industry. Stephanie points out that 
many overseas manufacturers 
employ British agencies to advertise 
their products. "Ising in Arabic, Tessa, 
did you know that? | don'tspeak it but 
| sing it. Just a couple of days ago | 
sang for the United Arab Emirates." 

"What for?" asks Tessa. 

"Sanitary towels." 

It is a glamorous business indeed. 
But despite protestations to the 
contrary, singing jingles does seem to 
be the resting place of fame. Does this 
mean {Пап the years toa come we will 
hear Bros promoting Milky Bars or 
Public Enemy rapping to ‘Nice Cold Ice 
Cold Milk’? | have a theory; if Elvis 
Presley is alive, people are looking for 
him in the wrong place. Even as we 
speak he 15 somewhere in Soho, 
recording the new theme for Wisk 
liquid detergent. @ 
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NICK RHODES on 


INTERVIEW BY WAYNE HOLLOWAY 
PHOTOGRAPH BY RICHARD DEAN 


for recording on at the moment. This is what we mastered our new LP on, 
so there's actually nine months work 
on one of these little guys, ninety 
minutes crammed in there, There is 
something incredibly thrilling about 
concentrating all that work into this 
little box. But, ifitwere to get into the 
wrong hands, if it were picked up by 
the wrong heavy metal band, then 
ugh... it would be entirely useless. 

"DAT is so tactile, it's like a really 
beautiful woman, so much fun to 
slowly unpeel... this one happens to 
bea Sony, look at the graphics and all 
the Japanese lettering. Also | think 
the fact that you can buy the tapes 
for about $10 at a supermarket 15 
amazing, just being able to say to 
somebody at the studio, 'Can you 
pop down to Safeways and pick up 
some Masters?’ | like that. 

"The problem is availability. | hate 
the fact that record companies have 
been so narrow-minded about DAT, 
just as they were about normal tapes 
when they first came out. Everybody 
should be able to buy these for the 
price of cassettes, and also the 
machines to play them on. At the 
moment you can't go out and buy 
pre-recorded DAT's, there are one or 
two... I was so jealous to find out that 
The Cocteau Twins and some Factory 
band were out on DAT, and we 
weren't. All this paranoia about 
bootlegging, ! just want people to 
have the music and I want to put it on 
one of these. 

“Ит not incredibly materialistic, 
and to me something which enables 
you to be more creative is of much 
more value than an inanimate 
object. They say that great things 
always come іп small packages... 
well, it's absolutely true... ” 


"DAT* is so precious, it's the finest piece of modern technology available (9 ) 





Nick Rhodes is keyboard player with Duran Duran. Since the band's first success in Ihe 
mid-Eighties. Rhodes has worked on а separate project with Simon le Bon, Arcadia, and 
has also produced a book of photographs. Duran Duran have a new LP Liberty, due lo 
be released this autumn. 


*DAT stands for digital audio tape, whereby electronic as opposed lo acoustic impulses 
are digitally recorded. In fact the tape is more akin to a continuous sample, the sound 
being created within the format of the tape. 


THE CAR ТО BE COOL IN THIS SUMMER HAS 
TO BE THE VW BEETLE CONVERTIBLE, 
WHETHER YOU'RE RIDING TO A RAVE, 
BOMBING DOWN TO THE BEACH, OR JUST 
PARKING TO POSE!! THE CAR YOU SEE IS THE 
CAR YOU CAN WIN, AN IMMACULATE BLACK 
AND WHITE CONVERTIBLE THAT WE'VE 
BROUGHT FROM CALIFORNIA JUST FOR THIS 


COMPETITION. THE CAR COMES WITH A £500 
STEREO SYSTEM, AND WE'LL ALSO GIVE YOU 
£500 TO USE ON EITHER YOUR INSURANCE 
OR ON DRIVING LESSONS IF YOU'VE NOT 
ACTUALLY PASSED YOUR TEST!! 


TO ENTER JUST PHONE (0898 299299, 

LISTEN TO THE QUESTIONS WHICH ALL 
HAVE A BEETLE THEME, AND THEN DECIDE 
WHICH ANSWER IS RIGHT, ANSWER 1,2 OR 3, 
IF YOU ARE CORRECT WE'LL ASK YOU TO 
LEAVE US YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS AND A 
TIEBREAKER. YOU CAN ENTER AS MANY 
TIMES AS YOU LIKE, BUT THE COMPETITION 
CLOSES ON 10TH SEPTEMBER 1990, SO GET 
PHONING RIGHT NOW, ON.....0898 299 299!!! 





ADVERTISEMENT 


IF YOU HAVE HAD DIFFICULTY CONNECTING WITH THE COMPETITION WE APOLOGISE FOR YOUR INCONVENIENCE, 
THIS WAS DUE TO TECHNICAL PROBLEMS BEYOND OUR CONTROL WHICH HAVE NOW BEEN CORRECTED. 


RULES: All entrants should be 18 or over. The prize must be accepted as offered; there can be no alternative award, cash or otherwise. All correct entrants will be asked to 
complete a tiebreaker, and if there is more than one correct entry the winner will be the entrant with the best tiebreaker answer chosen by the panel of judges. The winners name 
will be announced on the line оп September 16th 1990. The judges decision is final and no correspondence сап be entered into. Entry implies acceptance of the rules as finally and 
legally binding. The competition is open lo the general public except employees of Voiceline and their agents. 


CALLS COST 25P (OFF PEAK) AND 38P (AT ALL OTHER TIMES) PER MINUTE INC. VAT. VOICELINE LTD, P.O.BOX 1640, LONDON, NW1 8NG 
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MIDDLE TAR As defined by H.M. Government 
Warning: SMOKING WHEN PREGNANT CAN INJURE 


YOUR BABY AND CAUSE PREMATURE BIRTH 
Health Departments’ Chief Medical Officers 





